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THE CURE D ARS.

BOOK IV.

CHAPTER I.

ORIGIN OF THE PILGRIMAGE. INCREASING REPUTATION

OF VIANNEY, ETC., ETC.

IN the meantime, the fame of Vianney in

spite of the opposition which had been

raised against his darling institution con

tinued rapidly to increase, and each day

brought crowds of new admirers around

him. Not only was the little village of Ars

the resort of pilgrims from the most distant

provinces of France, but from some of the

most remote countries of Europe.
&quot; Before

I had been to Ars and seen the good father&quot;
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2 THE CURE D ARS,

writes a man of the people,
&quot; I could hardly

believe what is related in the lives of the

saints. Many things appeared to me impos

sible
;
but now I believe all, because I have

seen with my own eyes all, and more than

all, that is there recorded.&quot;

It was between the years 1825 and 1830

that the pilgrimage to Ars increased to that

marvellous extent, that it came to be con

sidered one of the wonders of the age.

Many miraculous cures, said to have been

effected before the relics of Saint-Philo-

mene, contributed also, not a little to

augment the moving population that

thronged around this hitherto remote and

silent district.

Many, too, were induced by their curiosity

to undertake a long and fatiguing journey,

in order to contemplate for themselves the

ascetic features of the Cure d Ars, who was

everywhere spoken of as a model of peni

tence and self-mortification. A pilgrim writes



THE CUBE D ARS. 3

about this time,
&quot; There was that in the

person of the Cure d Ars which so absorbed

and captivated the attention of all who ap

proached him, that the very necessaries of

life were forgotten in his presence. Badly

fed, badly lodged, rising before daylight,

pressed, elbowed, rebuffed, the people

braved cold, hunger, thirst, fatigue, priva

tion of sleep, in fact, everything, only to

hear a few words from the lips of this holy

man. They would not have done so much

for a
king.&quot;

The concourse of people at Ars was often

so great, that it became impossible to pro

vide all with even the very poorest accom

modation. In a chamber^of only a few yards

square, eight and even ten persons have

been known to take shelter at a time.

One summer s day, in 1832, a company

of nuns visited Ars
; these poor sisters

could nowhere find a refuge ; every house

was full of pilgrims, and it was not till

B 2
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ARS.

about ten o clock at night, that a poor man,

from pure charity, gave up to them his only

room, where they improvised a dormitory

with chairs and mattresses as they best

could. At length the necessity of the case

brought its own remedy; the inhabitants

of Ars, in order to provide for the more

urgent requirements of the strangers, now

began to construct larger and more com

modious houses. The greater number of

the buildings which surround the church

date from this period: a regular service

of public carriages, having their offices

at Lyons and Ars, were established in

1835
; at the same time new roads were

opened.

These improvements, together with the

establishment of steamboats, and the con

sequent facility of navigating the Saone,

opened to travellers such easy means of

transport, as also added greatly to the im

portance of the pilgrimage. Every year
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more than twenty thousand persons now

entered this obscure village.

The Cure d Ars, the centre and object

of all this movement, was riveted to his

post; from the year 1835 he was obliged to

deny himself even one day s respite from

his arduous and unceasing labours. That

year he was commanded by Bishop Devie to

return from the pastoral retreat, and formally

forbidden ever again to appear there.
&quot; You

need no retreats,&quot; said he,
&quot; and souls have

need of
you.&quot;

We have many letters before us, written

by pilgrims in different ranks of life, all

expressing the same profound love and ad

miration for the Cure d Ars ; the same eager

desire to obtain a word, a look, or a blessing

from him. We quote only a few passages

from these communications, fearing to

make our narrative tedious to the English

reader.

A missionary, who was sent to assist
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M. Vianney in his labours, wrote to an

habitue of the pilgrimage of Ars, as fol

lows :

&quot; To tell you that persons come here

of all ranks, sufferers of all kinds, sinners

of all degrees, is to tell you what you have

yourself so often witnessed. As for the

holy Cure, his existence alone is a miracle,

which daily becomes more and more evi

dent, and which compels the most incredu

lous to exclaim, Surely the finger of God

is here!
&quot;

A person, who had made frequent pil

grimages to Ars, and who finished by esta

blishing himself there altogether, wrote to

a friend:
&quot;

I have the happiness of living

under the direction of the good pastor.

..... Notwithstanding the severe wea

ther, pilgrims continue to come from the

most remote distances ; from Nantes, from

Eennes, from the most distant provinces of

Brittany. During the recent vacation, we

had every day priests, nuns, monks of every
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costume, of every order, and from every

quarter of the world.&quot;

The missionaries did not come to Ars

till the year 1853. They were preceded

by the Abbe Raymond, who was for ten

years the fellow-labourer of the Cure.

Before the year 1843, M. Vianney was

left alone to meet the wants of the multi

tudes who thronged around him. He had

no one to help him in his arduous labours,

or to take note of the circumstances then

occurring at Ars.

Referring to the year 1848, the Abbe

Monnin writes :

&quot; This was a remarkable

period ; the loyique des passions, for a long

time suspended and retarded in its progress,

produced at length the inevitable conclu

sions of the principles which had inaugu

rated the preceding regime. The terrible

problems which had for a moment been laid

aside, again rose up in men s minds. It

was the period of extreme consequences.
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The incredulous France of 1830, terrified

at the results of a catastrophe which she

had herself prepared, instinctively turned

again towards the Church, and demanded

of her the protection of her doctrines, the

safeguard of her influences.

( Ars had a large share in this momentary

triumph of religion: the charity of God s

servant there, his wisdom and his prayers,

were the shield and the refuge of many

troubled spirits. In the darkest days of

this unhappy epoch, they turned to him as

to a lighthouse in the tempest. Eminent

individuals, fresh from the debates which

were then agitating the destinies of France,

were to be seen pressing round this little

country Curd. One of the first magistrates

of the Republic, whose name is connected

with the most important judiciary episode

of that epoch, came to Ars, made a retreat

there, and did not leave qu apres avoir ac

compli tons les actes de la vie chretienne.&quot;
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It has been calculated that, by the om

nibuses alone, which brought the village

into communication with the Saone and the

station of Villefranche, more than 80,000

pilgrims arrived at Ars in one ordinary

year.

These crowds of strangers from distant

provinces and various climes were com

posed of all ranks and classes; the high

and the lowly, the poor and the rich, were

banded together in one common brother

hood
;
some soliciting alms, others bringing

their offerings, and all imploring the cure

of their bodily and spiritual diseases. The

lame, the blind, the deaf, sufferers from

epilepsy, lunacy, and from every species of

human misery, were here congregated to

gether ; many of them having come on foot

distances of a hundred and of two hundred

leagues, supported by the most unflagging

confidence.
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Thus the Cure cTArs saw passing before

his eyes every day, and all day long, an

interminable series of human woes, repre

sented by an infinite variety of circum

stances, as by an infinite variety of indi

viduals, but all bearing evidence of having

sprung from one common source. His

heart was often wrung by the sad spec

tacles which he was continually called upon
to witness. &quot; A man should come to Ars,&quot;

said he, weeping,
&quot;

to know what sin is,

and to judge of the evil which Adam has

brought upon his poor family. One knows

not what to do, one can only weep and

pray.&quot;

At however early an hour in the morning

Vianney entered his church, he always

found there crowds of pilgrims awaiting

him ; many passed the night in the porch,

in order the better to secure an interview.

M. Vianney exercised, indeed, so extra-
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ordinary an influence over the minds of those

who approached him, that many who had

come to Ars, attracted by the rumours of

the prodigies said to have taken place there,

found themselves, as it were, riveted to the

spot by an undefinable charm
;
even the

most incredulous acknowledged the same

spell; and the stranger, who had been

led to this village by chance or caprice,

experienced it equally with the devout

pilgrim who had been drawn thither by

hope and love.

The Abbe Monnin writes :

&quot; Au milieu

mtme du mouvement qu y entretenait I arrivte

quotidienne de douze voitures publiques, il y
avait dans Vatmosphtre de ce petit village

quelque chose d inexprimable. . . . Rien ny
ressemblait a ce qiCon voit ailleurs. Lcs

jiyures y ctaient reposees, les conversations

serieuses, ^animation mtme qui regnait riex-

duaitpas le recueillement. On rfttait plus en
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France et au dix-neumeme siecle, on pouvait

se croire en plein moyen age, dans un de ces

grands cloitres au seuil desquels les bruits de

la terre jfinissent.&quot;
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CHAPTER II.

EXAMPLE OP M. VIANNEY S DAILY LIFE, GIVEN IN TUB

HISTORY OF FOUR-AND-TWEXTY HOURS AT ARS.

M. Louis LACROIS, professor of literature

at Nancy, came to Ars in the summer of

1857, when he had, for the first time, the

opportunity of becoming acquainted with

M. Vianney, and with the daily course of

his life and ministry.

Immediately on his return to Lyons, and

on the evening of the same day that he had

left Ars, he wrote the following record of

all that had passed under his eyes there.

As M. Lacrois is represented as a man of

high character, and as having been an
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honour to the university of which he was

a member, we give his letter in all its

detail, thinking that it may furnish to the

reader a fair example of the effect pro

duced upon minds of hfs class by the

remarkable man who is the subject of it.

&quot; Two years ago/ writes M. Lacroix,
&quot; I

determined to consecrate a part of my vaca

tion to visiting Rome. . . . Some days pre

vious to my departure from Paris, I met

one of my friends, a theologian, and a sin

cere and enlightened Christian, well known

as the author of many excellent articles

which have appeared in our periodical re

views. I told him of my project, which

he highly commended ; but, exclaimed he,

1 Since you are about to make a pilgrimage,

make one at the beginning as well as at the

end of your journey. Go and see the Cure

d Ars ; that will not delay you much, and

you will find in him what you may seek in

vain elsewhere. You study and te-ach his-
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tory, continued he
;

&quot; seek then to com

prehend and to seize the secret of it. Go

to Ars, and you will understand how Chris

tianity was established, how nations were

converted, and how Christian civilisation

was founded. There is a man there who

possesses the creative influence of the saints

of the past, who makes Christians like the

Apostles, and in whom is reproduced all

the marvels which we have hitherto only

met with in books.

&quot; Go then to Ars. In quality of histo

rian, you must not neglect such a study ;

but lose no time, for the life of the Cure

d Ars draws towards its close. My friend

was right. Moreover, he spoke of what he

had himself seen, and in a manner to excite

rny curiosity. I resolved to follow his ad

vice; and consequently, instead of going

direct to Lyons, I stopped at Villefranche.

A violent tempest, which occurred imme

diately on my arrival at this place, forced
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me at once to take refuge in the office for

the coaches which pass between Villefranche

and Ars. . At the appointed hour we started.

Seeing the rain continued to fall heavily :

Good ! said I, there will not be so many

pressing round the Cure*. I shall be deprived

of the spectacle of the eager multitude, but

I shall the sooner be able to approach him,

and can take my departure without delay.

In the midst of these reflections, we arrived

at Ars. The omnibus stopped at a good

inn, where we were well treated, and not

overcharged. I was told that the Cure had

forbidden this too-general practice, and that

he was obeyed. Knowing how difficult it is

to moderate the charges of the proprietors

of such establishments, and especially in

places resorted to by pilgrims and travellers.

I was struck with this proof, one of many,

of the empire exercised by this holy man

over the hearts of his people.r r
&quot; My first thought, on arriving at Ars,
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was to repair to the church, where I was

informed I should find the Cure. It never

occurred to me that there was any other

way of approaching Ars but by the omni

bus, in which I and a few others had tra

velled ; I, therefore, imagined that we were

the only visitors, and in my simplicity, I

believed that the Cure was already awaiting

us. &quot;What, then, was my surprise when,

on entering the church, I found that it

was filled with worshippers : the women in

the nave, the men pressed closely together in

and around the choir, and all in the attitude

of profound devotion. Never had the ante-

chamber of minister or sovereign presented

itself to me with the same majesty ; and

though I had approached the church ab

sorbed by a curiosity which, perhaps, had for

a moment excluded a due reverence, I felt

at that instant all the dignity of this humble

minister of the Sovereign King of heaven

and earth. My eyes, however, searched in

VOL. II, C
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vain for the Cure. They pointed to the

door of the sacristy, and informed me that he

was there confessing the men, each in their

turn; those with whom he was then en

gaged had arrived the day before. As it

was then five o clock in the evening, there

was evidently no hope of my seeing the

Cure d Ars that night, I being at the fur

thest extremity, and forming the last ring

of a long chain, which commenced at the

door of the sacristy. However, I did not

complain; I was fascinated by the spec

tacle before me, and I esteemed myself

fortunate in having this opportunity of

observing how the Cure d Ars terminated

his day ;
whilst I proposed to myself to

return to the church early in the morning,

in order to see how he commenced it.

&quot; In the meantime, the Abbe Vianney

still remained invisible, and the door of the

sacristy continued to open and shut upon

the penitents who succeeded each other
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at the tribunal of the holy priest. I watched

their countenances : thoughtful, anxious, ab

sorbed, on entering, whilst on coming out,

they appeared calm, joyous, radiant. One of

them, a young workman, as he passed by me,

suddenly stopped, and, striking his forehead,

exclaimed to himself,
c Ah ! mon Dieu ! I

have still something to say to him ! and he

went and placed himself at the furthest

extremity of the file, in order that, in a day

or two, his turn might again come round.

&quot;

It was now eight o clock the hour of

evening prayer ; they told me that the vil

lagers never failed to attend, for the holy

example of their Cure had brought them to

the practice of all their religious duties.

&quot; At this moment M. Vianney came out

of the sacristy, and ascended the pulpit.

His appearance at once riveted my atten

tion, and I had no eyes for anything else.

His whole exterior bore evidence to his

extraordinary virtue and holiness, whilst his

c2
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attenuated face and person attested to the

sublime and terrible effects of the severe

mortification which he practised. He was

dressed in his surplice, which he always

-wore; and his fragile and bending form,

as he walked along, appeared grand and

majestic His long and abundant

hair fell upon his shoulders, and encircled

his face as it were with a kind of white

halo ; as soon as he was in the pulpit all

the congregation knelt down, and he said the

evening prayer, but in so weak a voice that

only a few indistinct sounds reached my ear.

This evident exhaustion only rendered more

marvellous his indefatigable assiduity, both

in the church and at the confessional,

where he sometimes remains whole days

and nights together.

&quot;When the prayer was said, he de

scended the pulpit crossed the church,

went out by a side-door and returned to

his house, blessing as he moved along



THE CURE D ARS. 21

the people who on their knees hedged his

path on either side.

&quot; I was now fully convinced of the em

pire which the Cure d Ars exercises over his

fellow-men: I had felt it my self. The object

of my visit to Ars was attained
;
I might

have left without further delay, and carried

with me my evidence to this effect : but I

still felt unwilling to depart before I had

spoken with the Cure himself, and had re

ceived his blessing. I inquired what steps

I should take in order to secure the attain

ment of my wish, and a man whom I took

for the sexton informed me that by coming

at four o clock in the morning, I could see

M. Vianney, and leave Ars the same day.

Accordingly, the next morning, September

14th, 1857, eager to follow these instruc

tions, I hastened to the church at four

o clock. I expected to be the first there,

but a still greater surprise awraited me than

that which I had experienced the night
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before
;
and to my great disappointment, I

could only obtain a place a considerable

way from that blessed door which gave

access to the Cure d Ars, and which I saw

myself, like Moses, destined to behold from

afar without being able to approach it.

c How long have you been here V asked I

of the neighbours whom chance had given

me, Since two o clock this morning/ And

when did M. the Cure come V * At mid

night. Where is he, and how is he now

engaged V
l He is at the confessional

behind the choir
;
he is now confessing the

women
;

this is his usual occupation on

Friday morning : he does not confess the

men till after mass. What, then, are all

those doing whom I see thereV They keep

their place, in order to pass on in their turn.

c When did they come ? They were

waiting at the porch when the Cure came

at midnight, and when the doors were

opened they took their places.
&quot;
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&quot; All this surpassed what I had seen and

heard the day before. I wasstupified; I knew

well that men are capable of an immense

endurance where their interest or their plea

sure is concerned
; but what I did not

know, what I had never seen, was, that a

man could be really disposed to make the

same sacrifice of his time and his rest for

purely spiritual benefits
;

this spectacle, so

new to me, and which seemed like one of

the scenes in the Gospel, deeply affected me.

I abandoned myself as on the day before, to

the happiness of praying and meditating in

the spiritual atmosphere which this great

servant of God shed around him. Never

theless, I was not very well pleased with

the sexton, who should have warned me

that it was necessary to pass the night at

the door of the church. I eyed him askance

as he came and went, providing places for

all, calming the impatient, and keeping

order everywhere. Struck with the quiet
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serenity and propriety of his manner, I made

some inquiries about him, and I was informed

that this pretended sexton was a gentleman

of birth and position, who, cured and con

verted by the Cure, had devoted himself,

from motives of piety and gratitude, to the

arduous and thankless office, the duties of

which he so worthily fulfilled.

&quot; He was of great assistance to the Cure,

maintaining order and taking the super

vision of the church while he confessed;

and this was no small labour with a priest

who often confessed for twenty hours in the

four-and-twenty.
&quot; At six o clock the Vicar performed the

mass, whilst the Cure confessed the women.

At length, after a seance which had lasted

since midnight, he came out of the confes

sional with the calm and tranquil air which

is peculiar to him, and entered into the

vestry, in order to prepare for his mass.

&quot; In the meantime I unceasingly occu-
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pied with the desire to speak with him for

an instant, to ask his blessing, and to take

my departure the same day managed with

considerable difficulty to glide into the vestry

at the moment that the door was opened for

the Vicar.

&quot; Stand there, said his sexton,
c when the

Cure arrives he will perhaps consent to hear

you before he approaches the altar. I fol

lowed this advice, but without success. The

Cure d Ars, who could at a glance judge of

the spiritual condition of those around him,

did not think proper to interrupt his usual

course in order to satisfy my impatience.
&quot; All that I gained by this attempt was

to have a near view of him, to feel the

sweet and yet piercing glance of his eye

fixed for a moment upon me, and to be pre

sent while he invested himself with the

sacerdotal ornaments for the celebration of

the mass.

&quot;

I was struck anew while he changed his
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dress with the extreme attenuation of that

poor mortified frame, which rather resembled

a shadow than a human body. This, how

ever, did not prevent a singular vivacity in

every movement and the most decisive

energy in every gesture. I followed him

to the altar of Saint-Philomene. It is at

this altar that he has obtained the accom

plishment of numerous miracles.

&quot;When the mass was over, I thought

that the Cure d Ars would then be ap

proachable ;
it was the moment that he had

assigned to me
; but I had been distanced

from him by the crowds which were leaving

the church: and I was again obliged to

content myself with the part of observer,

and with watching the continuation of the

proceedings of the morning. The Cure

now again came forth from the vestry,

attired only in his simple surplice, and re

appeared upon the steps of the choir ; mul

titudes of pilgrims pressed towards him,
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bringing medals and chaplets to be blessed.

Many presented to him young children and

infants, in order that he might lay his hands

upon them. When all were satisfied, he

entered a little chapel at the right hand

side of the church, where he received, one

after another, several ladies who had come

to consult him. At the end of about an

hour, he again appeared in the choir, and

the confession of the men immediately com

menced. I was still unable to approach

him
; each time that I attempted it I was

again separated from him by the crowd,

and I was on the point of yielding to a

feeling of impatience, but a moment s re

flection was sufficient to overcome this

movement. What, I asked myself if this

holy man can devote his whole time to

administering to the wants of others, am
not I able to spare a little of mine in order

to secure an interview with him 1

&quot;

It was now nearly nine o clock in the
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morning, the door of the sacristy again in

accessible to me recommenced opening

and shutting as on the preceding day.

Every one again took his place, and

one after another, in regular succession,

were permitted to pass in. There were

some exceptions to this rule: many cunning

and obstinate ladies succeeded in gliding

to the door of the vestry, and even in passing

through, in spite of every obstacle; this

justly excited much irritation. Sometimes

the Cure himself designated the person next

to be admitted, but no one thought of com

plaining of these preferences.
&quot; From time to time were seen, gathered

round the altar, those who had been re

conciled to God by confession, and to whom

the Vicar administered the holy communion.
&quot; This sublime drama had lasted ten

hours, during which time M. Vianney had

never allowed himself one instant s repose,

andyet he continued indefatigable ; whilst I,
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who had come four hours later, and had

been a mere spectator, was utterly exhausted

with fatigue, and begun to think of a

retreat. Before yielding the point, how

ever, I was determined to make one more

assault upon the door of the inaccessible

vestry, and with the help of the amiable

auxiliary of the Saint, I contrived so to

place myself, that, when he opened it, he

saw me straight before him. He appeared
to recognise me, and allowed me to pass.

&quot; We both remained standing ; and, not

willing to occupy many moments of the pre

cious time of such a man, I briefly proposed
one or two questions, which I had prepared

beforehand. To these questions he replied

at once, decidedly, and without a moment s

hesitation, but at the same time without

any haste.

&quot;I hardly know whether I was most

struck by the exceeding wisdom, as well as

piety, evinced by his replies, or by the calm-
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ness and presence of mind which they mani

fested under such circumstances. Since

midnight he had never ceased to be besieged

as he was at that moment. There was then

a man kneeling before the confessional

awaiting his turn. Dense masses of people

without were pressing up towards the door

like the waves of the rising tide, and still

the holy priest continued his incessant

labour, without impatience, without ap

parent fatigue, his heart always open, his

mind ever prompt, his fragile person in

constant activity.

&quot;He had replied to my questions in as

short a time as I had taken to make them.

When he had finished,
c One question more,

my father, said I. I am about to kneel at

the Tomb of the Apostles at Rome. Give me

your blessing, that it may accompany me

during my pilgrimage. At the mention of

Home, a bright smile passed over the ema

ciated countenance of M. Vianney.
c

Ah,
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you are going to Rome, said he. Remem
ber me in your prayers, at the confessional

of the Holy Apostles. I then bent my head,

and he gave me his blessing. I kissed his

hand and retired .... After breathing

the fresh air for about half-an-hour, I re

turned to the church, in order to be present

at an address which the Cure delivers every

day before noon, and which they called his

catechism.

&quot;

Certainly, the eloquence of the Cure

d Ars was not in his speech. His voice was

so weak that I could hardly hear him. His

eloquence was in his physiognomy, his

gestures, but, above all, in his life and in

his works.

&quot;

It would be impossible to describe the

impression that he made upon his audience.

They were pressed in a dense mass around

him at his feet, upon the steps of the

altar, on the pavement of the choir, absorbed

in breathless attention, and with their eyes
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fixed upon him ; for to those who could not

hear, it sufficed to see him. All was ex

pressed in his eloquent countenance. When
he spoke of sin, he trembled with horror.

When he dwelt upon the offence done to

God by transgression, he wept; and when

he enlarged upon the subject of divine love,

he appeared radiant with joy.

&quot; The hour of noon had struck, when the

Cure d Ars finished his discourse and re

turned to his presbytery ; there to seek, by

prayer and mortification, strength to com

mence again in two or three hours his life

of sacrifice and immolation.&quot;
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CHAPTER III.

THE GENERAL VENERATION AND CONFIDENCE WITH

WHICH M. VIANNEY WAS REGARDED, AS ATTESTED

BY VARIOUS LETTERS FROM DIFFERENT PARTS OF

THE WORLD.

THE time which the Cure d Ars usually

allotted to opening and glancing over the

large importation of letters which the daily

post never failed to bring him, was during

his short and simple mid-day repast. It is

stated, that so great was his dislike to flattery,

that when, on opening a letter, he found it

commenced in a laudatory style, he at once

threw it into the fire
;
and that by means of

this summary destruction, by far the greater

part of a correspondence from which much

information might have been gathered has

perished. From the letters, however, which

have been preserved, the Abbe Monnin

VOL. II. D
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makes a large selection. We transcribe a

few extracts, which will sufficiently show

the high estimation in which the Cure

d Ars was held by his Roman Catholic

brethren in all countries where his name

was known, and amongst all classes and

ranks of men :

From the South of Ireland.

&quot;

Holy and Reverend Father, Having

received the much desired answer to

my letter, I hasten to send you my little

offering; would that it were a great deal

larger, for I cannot express to you the

joy that I experience in thinking that the

prayers of a man so beloved of God will be

united to mine for the cure of my sister.

I have the greatest confidence that they will

be heard.&quot;

From one of the most remote districts of

Prussia, M. Vianney received the following

letter :
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&quot; Venerable Pastor, Ask and you shall

receive; knock and it shall be opened unto you..

Seek and ye shall find. .... Go into all

the world. . . . . Cure the sick, strengthen

the weak.
9

. ... ^

If ye have faith as a

grain of mustard seed, ye shall remove moun

tains. It is in calling to mind these words-

of Our blessed Saviour, that a poor mother

of four young children solicits you with

tears to interest yourself in her fate : I am

a stranger to you, and separated from you

by two or three hundred leagues, but I am
not the less a child of God. Oh ! venerable

father, you, who have received so many
favours from heaven, listen to the recital of

my sorrows. For four years I have hovered

between life and death, it would be hardly

possible to describe my sufferings

My voice is wearied with crying, My God,

thy will, not mine ; if it is possible, let this

cup pass from me.

&quot; We know there exists at Ars a man

D 2
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raised up by God to help his brethren. In

reading of the marvels which have been

accomplished there, I said to myself, If I

could go to Ars, and see this servant of

God, I should be cured. .... Oh you

who are animated by the Spirit of God,

who do not live your own life, but the life

of Our Saviour, I commend myself to you

with a humble and confident heart; pray

for my cure
; may it be said to me, as to

the woman in the Gospel, who desired to

touch only the hem of the Saviour s gar

ment, Go in peace ; thy faith hath made

thee whole. In the midst of my sufferings

and anxieties, I have asked the advice of

my director: he commends the confidence

that I place in you, and encourages me

in the step I am taking.&quot;

The husband added,
&quot; I unite with my

little children in commending to you my
dear wife ;

she has suffered much, but with

exemplary patience ; with what happiness,
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when she is cured, we shall address to you

our grateful thanks. Praise be to Jesus

Christ ! May the Lord the God of peace

bless us ! and may the grace of Our Saviour

ever be with us !

&quot; Clement Haizman.

&quot; Jeanne Schneider.&quot;

Cases of every description were brought

before the tribunal of the Cure d Ars. At

one time, he would be called upon to pray

that God would direct the conduct of a

Government in times of difficulty, and

when the future and prosperity of a whole

nation were pending. At another time, as

in the foregoing instances, it would be pri

vate griefs and domestic sorrows which

were laid before him, and for which his aid

and sympathy were solicited.

&quot;I have read in holy books,&quot; writes

one,
&quot; that those who have faith can work

miracles; the strength of yours, M. le
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Cure, has merited for you this gift, and I

come with joined hands to pray of you to

make use of it in our favour, and to solicit

the cure of my poor husband of Him who

has said,
c

Ask, and ye shall receive
&quot;

. . . .

&quot; God has sent us a great trial,&quot; writes

another. &quot; Since my husband returned from

the Crimea, two years ago, his health has

gradually declined. The remedies used

have lost all their effect. In my deep

anxiety, my only hope is in God. I submit

to His holy will. . . . But His mercy is

boundless, and I cease not to implore of

Him to spare my beloved husband to his

four little ones.&quot; ....
&quot; I wish to obtain an interest in other

and better prayers than my own. ... If

the Lord will turn away from us this heavy

affliction, may His name be for ever blessed.

If He strikes us, still may His compas

sion never fail us, but preserve us for

eternity.&quot; ....
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&quot; So many persons have brought back

from their pilgrimage the supernatural

strength necessary to endure this sad life,

and the knowledge necessary to guide them

safely through it, that I long for the same

consolation in a moment when I have so

great need of God s help and
support.&quot;

Generals of orders, superiors of distant

communities, abbesses of convents, all con

sulted him in times .of doubt and difficulty,

and there were many who would take no

step without his counsel.

A priest, who was at the head of an insti

tution in the south of France, writes as

follows :

&quot; March 20, 1854.

. . .

&quot; A person has had recourse to my
advice, who has been for some time the

victim of the most painful trials; she is of a

nervous and melancholy temperament, and

it is probable that Satan avails himself of

the physical disorder which shakes her con-
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stitution, to excite in her a state of mind

which tends to the monomania of suicide.

This lady has a son, who promises to be a

good priest. I come, venerable brother, in

the name ofmother and son, to appeal to your

charity to obtain the cure of this poor widow,

who is worthy of your compassion. I think,

if you would write a few lines to assure her

of your prayers, and to inspire her with the

confidence that her trials will not be beyond

her strength to bear, you would confer upon

her a great benefit.&quot;

Another head of a college addressed to

the Cure d Ars this singular but ingenuous

request :

&quot;My
Dear and Venerable Father, I have

a favour to solicit, which your inexhaustible

charity will not refuse me: it is that you

will promise me to ask of God, when you

are in Paradise, to place me by your side,

with my brother, my sister, my nieces, all

my relations, and all my pupils ; that you



THE CURE D ARS. 41

will make this request beforehand, and also

pray of Him to grant us, in the meantime,

the gifts of his
grace.&quot;

A young man of eighteen years of age

wrote to the Cure from London, to entreat

his prayers that, if it were according to the

will of God, he might be relieved from a

severe mental trial, from which he had long

been suffering. He writes,
&quot;

Perhaps this

affliction is good for me, but it may be that

the great God, who is rich in mercy, may

consent to grant to me the same advantages

by other means, that is to say, to grant

them gratuitously in answer to my prayers.&quot;

A poor convict wrote to him from the

camp of Sidi-Brahim :

&quot; M. the Cure, My sister writes me word

that she has had the happiness of spend

ing eight days in your parish. She has

made a vow at the feet of Saint-Philo-

mene, that if I should recover my liberty,

she would conduct me to Ars to return
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thanks to her. May I not myself solicit

your prayers before the altar of your vene

rated saint 1 . . . If I was only so happy as

to receive one word from you, my suffering

would be alleviated
;
and I should have

more courage to support it, if I could think

that you, Monsieur, were occupied about

the poor prisoner.&quot;

Many, deeply impressed with the idea that

Vianney possessed the power of penetrating

the very hearts and consciences of those who

addressed him, endeavoured, by the most

confidential communications, to obtain from

him that knowledge of themselves, to which

by their own efforts they were unable to

.attain.

The following letter was from Paris :

&quot;

They tell me, my father, that you can

read the consciences of men ; look then into

mine, and help me to discover what secret

evil destroys the peace of my soul. Appa

rently I fulfil all my duties, and I am treated
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with a consideration of which I am quite

unworthy. Severe trials have disabused my
mind of its illusions. I despise life, and yet

I fear death. It seems there is something

in me which proves an obstacle to God s

grace, and which I cannot myself define.

Sometimes I think it is a subtle pride.

Sometimes a sin which I disguise from my
self. Oh ! you who can penetrate the hearts

of others, do not fear to reveal to me all the

evil of my state. I am ready to do every

thing that you would advise.

&quot; Sometimes I think myself a victim, but

am I not, on the contrary, a proud sinner, who

is not willing to pardon, in order that she

herself may be pardoned I My father, I hope

that notwithstanding the inevitable vague

ness of a letter, your charity will look more

favourably upon me than I can upon myself,

and that you will write to me one of those

words from God which strike and enlighten

for ever.&quot;
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M. Vianney received the following letter

from Paris, the evening before a general

communion, at Notre-Dame :

&quot; Venerable Father in Our Lord Jesus

Christ, A great sinner comes to throw

himself at your feet, and to supplicate you

to obtain for him by your prayers the par

don of his iniquities. . . . The prodigal

desires to return to his Father, but he is so

weak, so miserable, so polluted by sin, that

he needs the prayers of the just, before he

can dare to approach God at His table.

Pray, Venerable Father, that after having

received the grace of reconciliation, I may be

instructed in the way in which I should

walk, and obtain strength to enter upon the

path of duty, whatever the cost may be.

I believe that I am ready to do everything

which God may require of me, when once I

have received absolution of my faults. May

your great faith obtain for me this grace,

for which I so ardently yearn.&quot;



THE CURE D ARS. 45

The following fragment is from the letter

of a member of the Bonaparte family. It

was saved from the incendiary to which its

pompous beginning had condemned it :

&quot; The signal favours which it has pleased

Our Lord to confer upon you, His dear

servant, whose edifying life is a living

sermon and a perpetual miracle, have in

duced me to entreat that you will remember

in your prayers him who is now addressing

you, and who in doing so feels that he has

the honour to be communicating with one

of the glories of the French Church the

holy priest who, by his ardent love to God

and his inexhaustible zeal for the salvation

of souls, is, without himself suspecting it,

retracing for the nineteenth century the

brilliant virtues of the Saint-Vincent de

Pauls and of the Pierre Fouriers. I know

that these compliments, or rather, that this

simple homage rendered to truth, may
offend your humility, but it is not for me to
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say that you will refer these praises to the

honour of the Divine Master, who has

chosen you to be a light to Israel, as well as

a help to your suffering brethren.&quot;

The following lines are in the handwriting
of Viscount Edward Walsh, well known
for his theological writings in the Roman
Catholic Church :

&quot;

Sir and Venerable Cure, Pardon the

great liberty which I take in addressing

myself directly to you, knowing how pre

cious and how usefully employed your time

is
; but the salvation of a soul, whom Satan

would wrest from the Lord, is concerned,

and the honour and repose of a respectable

family are at stake. With this warrant,

unworthy as I am, I come to you with con

fidence, to solicit your especial intercession

with God and the Holy Virgin, in favour of

a great criminal, but of a sincere
penitent.&quot;

The Princes of the Church frequently

wrote to demand the prayers and the coun-
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sels of the Cure d Ars. Many of them con

sulted him on the most delicate questions,

concerning the administration of their dio

ceses. Many such letters are extant from

the Archbishops and Bishops of Lyons, Aix,

Orleans, Dijon, Annecy, Grenoble, Autun,

Valence, Evreux, Gap, Rodez, Chalons-sur-

Marne, &c.

The founder of the Society of I. S. Sacra

ment, writes to inform Vianney of the

success of his undertaking, for which he

had before solicited his prayers. It is stated

that no important work was set on foot

without having recourse to his advice, and

seeking his co-operation.

We will close these quotations, \vith a

letter from a member of a family whose

name is well known in England.
&quot; Grace-Dieu Castle, November 22.

&quot;Most Reverend Sir, Having heard much

of the marvels, which Our merciful Saviour

has deigned to accomplish by your hands.
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and feeling that in glorifying God in you,

I shall not wound your humility, I venture

to write to you ; for though a stranger by

nation and family, yet am I connected with

you in the desire to serve our great God ;

and to labour, though, alas ! so feebly and

so unworthily, for the holy cause of the

Catholic Church. I write these lines then,

to entreat you to pray, first, for my beloved

wife, and for the welfare of my numerous

family ; secondly, for the conversion of a

man of high rank, but unhappily an apos

tate from the Catholic Church, the father

of my very dear friend, Lord Edward

Howard, who has entreated me to commend

him to your prayers ; thirdly, for my own

father, who is a Protestant
; fourthly, for my

temporal and spiritual wants. I have heard,

very reverend sir, what God has done by

you, and for you: if, then, you are the friend

of the Monarch of Heaven, I beseech you

to have pity on me, and to pray for me. If
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in return, it is ever in my power to serve

you, most gladly will I do so ; but I again

entreat you, for the love of Our Lord Jesus

Christ, to attend to the petition which I

have made of you; remembering that if

you withhold not the cup of cold water

which I have asked, God on his side will

give you infinitely more, both in this life,

and in that which is to come.

&quot;

Pray then for me, O servant of God,

and believe me always, with the most pro

found respect, your very humble servant in

the Lord,
&quot; Ambrose de Lisle Phillips,

&quot;

Deputy-Lieutenant to Her Majesty for the

county of Leicester.&quot;

Some of those who addressed the Cur6

d Ars petitioned for answers to their let

ters ; but they did not consider how incom

patible even the most limited epistolary

communication would have been with that

arduous series of ministerial duties, which

VOL. II. E



50 THE CURE D ARS.

commenced at one o clock in the nightr

and continued, without intermission, till

eight or nine the following evening, thus

leaving only four, or at most five, hours in

the twenty-four for his private devotions,,

his study of the lives of the saints, his hasty

repasts, and for such short intervals of repose

as he allowed himself.

But, except for those who had the oppor

tunity of closely observing the daily life of

the Cure d Ars, it must be difficult to form

even a vague idea of his extraordinary

existence.
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CHAPTER IV.

CURES EFFECTED AT ARS.

WITH respect to the miraculous cures said

to have been effected at Ars, we shall con

fine ourselves to simply transcribing the

statements of those or, rather, of a very

few of those who were the subjects of

them, and with bringing before the reader

such testimony as has been adduced in

evidence of the facts narrated.

To begin, then, with our old friend,

Catherine Lassagne.
&quot; M. the Cure,&quot;

writes this simple woman, in 1830,
&quot;

tries to

hide as much as possible the gifts of healing

which he obtains; but he obtains many.

I think he would rather cure souls.&quot; It was

E 2
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true .that M. Vianney was often heard to

exclaim, &quot;I have asked Saint-Philomene

not to occupy herself so much about the

bodies of those who appeal to her, but to

think more of their souls.&quot;
&quot; One of

us,&quot;

continues Catherine,
&quot;

gave a poor woman

a cap which had long been worn by M. the

Cure. The Cure d Ars is a saint/ thought

she, as she placed it on the head of her son ;

if I had faith, my child would be cured.

The child had received a severe hurt upon

his head. That night, when his mother

was about to bathe the wound, she found

that it had entirely disappeared, and not a

trace of it remained.&quot;

The following statements are made by

Madame Raymond-Corcevay :

&quot; The first time I saw the Cure d Ars was

in the month of May, 1843. The good

father was then very ill, and his recovery

was despaired of. I was permitted to enter

his chamber. When he saw me he made a
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sign with his hand to bless me. I was

suffering at the time from a chronic affec

tion of the throat ;
all our doctors had given

me up, and I was a living skeleton. This

blessing half-cured me. Two days after

wards I attended, at three o clock in the

morning, the mass by which M. the Cur6

celebrated his own recovery, and returned

thanks to Saint-Philomene. I consulted

him about my condition. My child, said

he,
c in your case earthly remedies are use

less
;
too many have already been adminis

tered; but God will cure you. . . . Address

yourself to Saint-Philomene, and lay down

your state upon her altar. ... I followed

this advice
;
I threw myself at the feet of

Saint-Philomene, and joined with all my
heart in the prayers of M. the Cure. The ef

fect was instantaneous. For two years I had

not been able to speak, and for six I had

suffered cruelly. When I returned to the

house of Madame Favier, where I lodged,
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I read aloud several pages of La Con/lance

en la Sainte-Vierge. I was cured.

&quot; Two years afterwards, when I again had

the happiness of forming one of the con

gregation of the Cure d Ars, I asked him

if he thought I should continue to preserve

the voice which had been so mercifully re

stored to me. c Use it for God s glory, my
child, replied he,

e and for the salvation of

souls, and fear nothing. Then he added:

Listen to what I have to relate. A few

days since a poor woman from the country

came to Ars with a little girl who had been

dumb from her birth. This good woman

was confessing in the sacristy, when sud

denly she stopped. &quot;My child,
1

said I,

&quot;

continue.&quot;
&quot; Ah ! my father, it is not pos

sible ... I have never before heard my
child speak ; and listen, listen ! Oh, what

mercy ! my father, what mercy!
&quot; The child

had indeed recovered her voice, and spoke

distinctly. She was cured. Behold the
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power of God. This poor woman, continued

the Cure, was too much overcome to be

able to go on with her confession. She

could only repeat, weeping,
&quot; What mercy !

my God ! what
mercy.&quot;

&quot; I had a young relation,&quot; continues

Madame Raymond,
&quot;

who, at the close of the

Great Revolution, became entirely deranged.

She continued in this sad state for three

months, during which time every remedy
which the most devoted care and affection

could devise had been tried in vain. Her

poor mother, in despair, and utterly at a loss

to know what further steps to take, brought

her to me. I directed her to our beloved

saint. My dear lady, said he, make a

neuvaine to Saint-Philomene. I will pray

with you and all will be well. So, indeed,

it came to pass. On the last day of the

neuvaine there was no longer a trace of the

malady by which my young cousin had

been afflicted, nor has there ever since
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been the slightest appearance of a return

of it.
&quot;

&quot;In the month of July, 1842,&quot; writes a

brother Cure,
&quot; I made the pilgrimage to

Ars for the first time. I shall never forget

the impression that I received. The holy

father was giving his daily instruction in

the great hall of the Providence ; when it

was over I had a quarter of an hour s con

versation with him. I had heard many and

various opinions concerning the miraculous

cure of a lady of Bourg ;
and I informed

him of some disparaging remarks on the

subject, which had reached me.

&quot; My friend, replied he,
c
let the people

of the world say what they will ; alas ! how

should they see? they are blind. Our

Saviour might perform all the miracles

which he accomplished in Judea, before

they would believe ; but He to whom all

dominion has been given has not lost his

power.
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&quot; Last week a poor vinedresser, from the

other side of the water, came hither, carry

ing on his shoulders a boy of twelve years

of age who never had walked. This poor

man performed a neuvaine to Saint -Philo-

mene. On the ninth day his little son was

cured, and he had the happiness of seeing

him running by his side when he left

Ars.
&quot;

It is stated by the Abbe Monnin, that :

&quot;

Early in May, 1851, a gentleman came to

Ars who was suffering from a complaint in

his eyes, caused by congestion. His phy

sicians had exhausted every remedy which

their science could supply for his cure, but

all in vain.

&quot; After two days passed at Ars, finding

himself no better, he departed, in deep de

jection of spirit. A young niece, who ac

companied him, did not, however, share his

depression. She immediately afterwards re

turned alone to Ars, and, on the advice of
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M. the Cure, performed a neuvaine for her

uncle. This neuvaine was, however, draw

ing to a close, and still no satisfactory news

of his health reached her ; when, suddenly,

M. Vianney said to her, My little one, I

think you may depart. He for whom you

are interested no longer suffers. [This was

true.] When she arrived at her uncle s

house, she found him perfectly cured.

&quot;In the month of May, 1856, a young

sister of the Community of Saint-Joseph,

came to Ars. She was suffering from an

affection of the throat, which had resulted

in a total extinction of voice. It is stated

that, after remaining a few days, she re

turned perfectly cured.

&quot;

I, the undersigned, Cure of Anjas,

Canton of Genolhac, certify the following

fact: Mademoiselle Marie Valerie Her-

manie Martin, aged twenty years, novice in

the Community of Saint-Joseph, had been

suffering for nearly five months from a total
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extinction of voice. She went to her family,

in order to try the influence of her native

air, but without any good result. Having
lost all hope from human remedies, she

turned her eyes towards Heaven. She had

frequently heard of the miracles performed

at Ars, and she determined to go there . . .

After devoting two entire days to prayer,

she confessed and received the Holy Com

munion. On leaving the church, she sud

denly recovered her voice, and spoke with as

much distinctness as before her illness. I

had been in the habit of seeing her con

stantly up to the time of her departure, in

her family, in my house, and in her convent.

I was at Ars at the time of her visit there,

and lodged in the same hotel with her and

her mother. I was present at the Mass,

where she received the Holy Communion,

and where her sudden recovery took place.

Six priests besides myself were witnesses of

this miracle, and have joined with me in re-
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turning thanks to Him who has thus mani

fested His power and goodness in answer to

the prayers of the Venerable Cure d Ars.

&quot; That day will, doubtless, form an epoch

in their lives as well as mine.

&quot;

J. Souchon, Cure Anjas.

&quot;Sept. 21st, 1856.&quot;

11
1 the undersigned doctor of medicine,

residing at Vaus (Ardeche), attest that I

have attended Mademoiselle Martin, novice

at the Convent of Saint-Joseph, affected

with a loss of speech, which resisted various

modes of treatment. I began to despair of

her recovery, and feared her case was hope

less. When I saw her on her return from

Ars, she was perfectly cured.

&quot;

I declare that this recovery is inex

plicable to me by any natural means.

&quot;B. Oilier.&quot;

&quot;

Vaus, January 9, 1857.

&quot;Keverend and Dear Brother, I am slow
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in replying to your request for a certi

ficate verifying the illness and the cure of

Madame Daumas. ... I have seen this

lady, and she has spoken to me of her re

covery, which appears to be entire
;
never

theless, the doctor is not willing to give his

certificate, alleging that he has not attended

the patient ex officio. Happily, God does

not require this attestation to establish His

power and the holiness of the venerable

Cure* d Ars. Juaiu.&quot;

A year after this letter, M. Toccanier,

towhom it appears to havebeen addressed, re

ceived the following certificate of the reality

of the cure referred to, signed by numerous

witnesses :

&quot;

I, the undersigned, declare myself to

have been the victim of an affection of the

spinal marrow, which was pronounced in

curable by the doctors. I went to Ars,

June 20, 1857. M. Vianney spoke encou

ragingly to me, and desired me to perform
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a neuvaine to Saint-Philomene. The day
after my interview with this worthy priest,

the pain which I had suffered up to that

time left me, and I have ever since pre

served the use of my limbs.

&quot; The last day of the neuvaine I made,

in company with a part of my family and

several friends, a pilgrimage to Notre-Dame

de la Garde, on foot, and without any

assistance.

&quot;(Signed) F. Daumas, J. Daumas, F.

Daumas, Constant, Merchant, A. Eoche-

brune, Dominique Carle, Salome, A.

Audier, J. B. Godreau, Sublet, Goutro,

J. B. Gauthier, Ant. Levesy. . . .

Marseilles.&quot;

&quot;

July 3, 1858.

&quot; The undersigned declare that they

were well acquainted with the situation

of Madame Daumas, who had been entirely

deprived, by an attack of illness, of the use

of her limbs. They certify that from the
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time of her return from Ars she has not

ceased to enjoy the most perfect health.&quot;

&quot; March 27, 1859. We, Jean-Louis Cha-

gnard, mayor and president, Francois Berge&amp;gt;

cure, Jean-Fran ois Julien, chevalier of the

Legion of Honour, Jacques Denizot, Jean

Lombard, and Benjamin Pellissier, school

master, all members of the corporation for

the parish of Montmorin, canton de Serres,

diocese of Gap, in the High Alps, certify

and attest that Rose Eysseric, aged forty-

three, wife of Noe Arnaud, inhabitant

of this parish, had from the month of

July, 1858, completely lost her power of

speech. Having vainly exhausted every

medical resource, it only remained to her to

have recourse to Providence : for which end

the said Eysseric, full of faith, made a pil

grimage with her husband to Ars, in order

to invoke the powerful prayers and inter

cession of the Venerable Jean-Marie-Bap-
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tiste Vianney, Cure of that parish. On her

return from her pilgrimage, and on the

third day of a second neuvaine, she suddenly

and miraculously recovered her speech, and

she has ever since continued to articulate

as clearly and as distinctly as before her

paralysis.

&quot;

(Signed) Jean Lombard, Fran9013 Julien,

Jacques Denizot, Pellissier, F. Berge,

cure, Jean-Louis Chagnard, mayor, Noe

Arnaud.&quot;

&quot; We have ourselves seen and heard Hose

Eysseric at Ars, on the day of the funeral

of M. Vianney. She spoke very fluently,

and was able to give us a detailed account

of her cure.&quot; M. Monnin.

On September 9, 1858, M. the Cure of

Cebazat, of the diocese of Clermont, wrote

to the Abbe Toccanier, as follows :

&quot; My Venerable Brother, I write to en

treat that you will join with me in thanking
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God, who has vouchsafed through the in

tercession of Saint-Philomene, miraculously

to restore to health one of my young pa

rishioners.&quot;

One month later the following certificate

was received at Ars :

&quot;We, the Cure of Cebazet, have the

honour to certify that Charles, son of Jean

Blazy and of Marie Verdier, aged nineteen

years, lost the use of his limbs on May 2,

1855, and that from that period up to the

beginning of April in the present year

(1858), he was confined to his bed, incapa

ble of bearing any but a horizontal position,

and a prey to violent suffering, which no

medical treatment could avail to alleviate.

That in the beginning of April, after a neu-

vaine to Saint-Philomene, performed in

conjunction with the holy Cure* d Ars, he

was able to walk a few steps with the aid

of crutches, and, though not without diffi-
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culty, to reach the church which is near his

habitation.

&quot; That in the commencement of August,

desiring to go to Ars, in order again to com

mend himself to the prayers of the Cure of

that parish, he was transported thither in a

carriage, being unable to support himself on

his feet.

&quot;That the said Charles Blazy returned

from Ars perfectly cured, having left his

crutches in the chapel of Saint-Philomene.

. That since the fete of the

15th of August, he has been entirely free

from all suffering; that he returned from

Ars on foot, walking, without fatigue, a dis

tance of eighteen kilometres, and that he

has ever since enjoyed perfect health.

&quot; I am happy to affirm the miraculous

character of this cure, and the same may

be equally attested by all the inhabitants of

Cebazat, who were as well acquainted as
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myself with the sad condition of this young

man.

&quot;

It is in order to render glory to God,

whose mercy is great, and whose power is

infinite, that I deliver this certificate.

&quot;

Bazin, Cure of Cebazat.

&quot; Examined for the legalisation of the sig

nature of M. Bazin, Cure of Cebazat.

&quot;

Duchet, Canon, Secretary.&quot;

&quot;

Episcopal Palace, Clermont-Ferrand,
&quot;

1st October, 1858.

To these signatures were added the

names of forty-five persons, bearing evi

dence to these facts ; among which appear

those of the Baron Jule de Vissac and of

the Count de Neufville.

The following certificate to the same

effect was given by the Mayor of Cebazat :

&quot; Charles Blazy was confined to his bed

for three years by severe illness
; the pain.he

experienced was so constant and so violent,

that he was obliged always to lie in a hori-

F2
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zontal position, and had no power to move

his limbs. At Easter he experienced a slight

alleviation, and was able to move a little

with the help of crutches. At length,

despairing of any real amendment from

medical treatment, he set out on a pilgrim

age to Ars. After he had remained there

for a few weeks it was reported that he was

radically cured, and that he had laid aside

his crutches. At first this news was hardly

credited ; but when Blazy appeared, walk

ing as well as he had ever done in his life,

the greater number of the inhabitants

yielded their assent to the miracle. To the

truth of these facts we can conscientiously

bear our testimony.
&quot;

Signed,
&quot; C. Loire, Mayor of Cebazat.

&quot;

Kigaud, Assistant.&quot;

Again, these signatures are followed by

those of more than fifty of the most respect

able inhabitants of Cebazat.



THE CURE D ARS. 69

The following extracts are from a long

letter, giving a detailed account of the

severe illness and the extraordinary cure of

which the writer was the subject :

&quot;LaPalud, Oct. 2, 1858.

&quot; My Father, Before leaving Ars I pro

mised to send you an account of my long

illness, and of the extraordinary cure which

I obtained of God at the conclusion of a

neuvaine in honour of Saint-Philomene;

and now that the miracle is proved beyond

a doubt. I sit down to perform this grateful

task.

&quot;

My malady, which lasted more than

eight years, was judged incurable by all the

physicians to whom I had recourse. The

only encouragement they gave me was the

hope that care might slightly ameliorate my
health, and soothe my sufferings.&quot;

Here follows a long and detailed account

of her sad and terrible condition. For eight

years, she states, she could neither read nor
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bear to hear reading ; that during that time

she was never able to kneel down ;
and that

if she attempted to walk even a few steps,

the support of a strong arm was necessary.

&quot; In order,&quot; she goes on to state,
&quot; to

modify this deplorable condition, no

remedy which medical experience could

suggest was left untried; but if science

could at times procure me some alleviation,

it was powerless to heal, and I had no other

resource but in God, no other remedy but

patience and resignation.

&quot; I had long meditated a pilgrimage to

Ars, but divers obstacles had hitherto inter

fered with the accomplishment of my wish.

Perhaps God had willed it so, in order that,

having exhausted every human means, I

might be brought to acknowledge their

impotence, and to put all my trust in Him.

&quot;I set out for Ars on the 18th of last

August. My journey was accomplished

without difficulty as far as Villefranche, but
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on arriving at that place I was seized

with the most violent cough, which con-

tinned for the remainder of my journey.

When I reached Ars all the worst symp
toms which had attended my long illness

returned with such violence, that I nearly

despaired of ever seeing La Palud again ;

and earnestly prayed that I might not be

left to die away from all my friends, and in

a country where I was a stranger.
&quot;

It was not till the 21st that I was able

to see M. Vianney, In a short interview I

explained to him the object of my journey,

and earnestly besought his prayers that I

might obtain power to kneel, to read, to go

to church, &c. He gave me a medal of

Saint-Philom&ne, and directed me to per

form a neuvaine in honour of that saint.

On leaving me he said, I will think of

you ; if you have faith you will be cured/

These last words recalled to my mind those

of the Saviour, All things are possible to
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Mm that believeth, and I prayed to Jesus to

increase my faith. The same day I com

menced my neuvaine ; it was on a Saturday,

the 23rd, I was anxious to see M. the

Cure ; I passed seven hours waiting for him.

On the 24th, I waited six hours ; on the 25th,

five hours still all in vain
;
but what asto

nished me the most was, that these pro

longed waitings occasioned me no fatigue.

.... On Wednesday, the 27th, I had the

happiness of seeing M. the Cure. I asked

him if he thought Saint-Philomene would

grant me the grace I solicited. Yes, my

child, replied he, if you have faith. These

graces, indeed, were not long coming. The

following day I was able to kneel long

enough to recite the prayers of the neuvaine.

On Sunday morning, the day upon which

the neuvaine finished, I had the happiness

of attending the mass of the holy Cure
;

at

the elevation I knelt without difficulty I

felt transported ! I then went alone to the-
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holy table, notwithstanding the crowd

which pressed me on all sides. After

the Holy Communion I returned alone to

my place.

&quot; In the course of this memorable day, I

did many things which proved beyond a

doubt the reality of my cure. I walked

alone several times ;
I again and again went

to church ; I knelt upon the pavement, and

remained a long time in that painful posi

tion. In the morning I heard a sermon ;
at

one o clock I was present at the catechism of

M. the Cur6 ;
in the evening I was at the

lecture. It was eight years since I had

listened to any preaching Full of

gratitude for the mercy which had been

vouchsafed me, and of which I was so un

worthy, I commenced, on that day, a neuvaine

of thanksgivings, which continued till the

day of my return to La Palud. Since that

time I have been entirely free from pain,
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and my strength, which had for eight

years entirely left me, is completely re

stored.&quot; ....

&quot;..... We, the undersigned, certify and

attest that Mdlle. Zoe Pradelle, aged 32

years, was seized, eight years since, with a

chronic nervous affection, which entirely

deprived her of the power of movement.

That this malady resisted every effort of

art, and that the utmost which the science

of the most able physicians could effect was

u very equivocal improvement in her state.

That at last, despairing of any recovery by

natural means, the said demoiselle, fall of

faith and piety, resolved to make a pil

grimage to Ars, in order to solicit the help

and prayers of the worthy pastor there, who

is venerated by all France ; that, at the end

of a neuvaine, she was suddenly, and as by

a miracle, cured. We have had it in

our power to assure ourselves of the reality



THE CURE D ARS. 75

of this cure, and to prove that the health of

the said demoiselle now leaves nothing more

to desire.
&quot; E. V. Eose, Cure.

&quot; L. Perrot, Vicar.

&quot;LaPalud, 21 Deer., 1858.&quot;

&amp;lt;c

I, the undersigned doctor of medicine,

resident at Avignon, certify that Mademoi

selle Zoe Pradelle, aged thirty-two years, was

seized eight years since by a nervous malady.

. . . This malady had plunged her into

such a state of nervous irritability that the

slightest, noise, the least moral emotion,

aggravated her sufferings, and still further

weakened her muscular power. She could

only take a very small quantity of food, she

could neither read nor bear to hear reading.

When she attempted to walk she needed

the assistance of a strong arm, and for three

years and a-half she was absolutely deprived

of this power. For six years I have known

Mademoiselle Tradelle in this condition.
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When, through my care, she experienced

some amendment, she was still never able

to walk alone, or to kneel down, or to relax

in the observance of the regime prescribed.

About six weeks since, I saw Mademoi

selle Pradelle on her return from La Malon.

She was then suffering as usual ; to-day she

has returned to me in a state of perfect

convalesence ! . . This patient, who enjoys

all the comforts ofthe most flourishing health,

affirms that her recovery was miraculously

obtained, in consequence of a neuvaine,

performed in concert with the Cure d Ars.

&quot;

Incompetent to resolve this question, I

confine myself to the simple statement of

the inexplicable change which has taken

place in Mademoiselle Zoe Pradelle.

&quot;

Bechet, Doctor of Medicine.

&quot;Avignon, September 7th, 1858.&quot;

Such cases as those which we have ad

duced, and numberless others of a like

nature, made a deep impression on the
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public mind. Every year, thousands of

patients, from the most distant countries, con

gregated around the Cure d Ars, with a con

fidence which the experience of thirty years

continued to confirm. M. Vianney received

them all with the utmost kindness: he

visited, consoled, and encouraged them. He

gave them his prayers, his time, and his

counsel
;
but he did not promise recovery to

all. The friends of one poor sufferer, whose

patience had been long and sorely tried,

often endeavoured to extract from him some

words of encouragement, in order that they

might transmit them to her
;
but they could

elicit no other reply than this :
&quot;

It is a

cross well
placed.&quot;

&quot; But she suffers so

severely, is there no alleviation to be hoped
for?&quot;

&quot;

Yes, my friend, in Heaven.&quot;

When questioned, respecting any patient,

whose recovery he did not expect, his usual

answer was,
&quot;

Patience, he will not suffer

in Paradise.&quot;
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A poor man, who was crippled by palsy,

had long waited in vain for his cure at Ars.

Still, however, he remained convinced that

the will of the Cure was all that was needed

for his recovery.
&quot;

But,&quot; said he, &quot;his

humility spoils his
charity.&quot; M. Vianney

often went to visit him in his poor lodging.

He exhorted, encouraged, and even endea

voured to amuse him
;
but he never gave

him the least hope of recovery.
&quot; He has no

need of his
legs,&quot;

said he,
&quot; to go to Heaven.

He will go there without them ; but, per

haps, he would not have gone there with

them.&quot;

A poor monk was sent to Ars by his

superior, who ardently desired his cure.

&quot; My friend,&quot; said the Cure,
&quot; we must will

as God wills. He wills your sanctification,

through the exercise of patience. You will

see, at the hour of death, that you will have

saved more souls by this sickness, than you

would have done by all the good works
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which you might have performed in health.&quot;

The monk s superior, however, was not dis

couraged. By his order, the patient returned

to Ars, two years afterwards. &quot;

No, no,&quot;

again insisted M. Vianney ;

&quot;

you will re

main in this state. You are more useful to

your congregation ; you will do more good ;

you will save more souls.&quot; On the sick

man s companions remarking, that his su

perior had great need of his services, the

Cure made a gesture, which seemed to say,

&quot; God has need of no one
;&quot; and, he added,

&quot; 11 faut voir les choses en Dieu; il faut

entrer dans les voies de Dieu.&quot;
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CHAPTER V.

CONVEKSIONS EFFECTED AT AES.

&quot; IT will never be known in this world,&quot;

said Vianney, one day,
&quot; how many sinners

have received their salvation at Ars. God,

who needs no one s help, has yet made use

of me for this great work. If a still more

unworthy instrument had been at hand, he

would have taken it, and have operated

through it a hundred-fold more
good.&quot;

In spite, however, of this lowly estimate

of himself, the conversion of sinners ap

pears to have been the one great object to

wards which all the thoughts of the Cure

d Ars converged the one great work to

which he consecrated his time, his strength,
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his life. It is stated that during the fifteen

or sixteen hours which he daily passed at

the confessional, he heard on an average at

least a hundred penitents. And he lived

this life for upwards of thirty years !

Though so austere in his treatment of

himself, Vianney yet evinced nothing but

tenderness towards the poor sinners who

approached him. The more humiliating

their confessions, the deeper their past guilt,

the more gladly did he welcome them, and

with loving pity endeavour to lead them

back to the ways of peace and holiness. He
was frequently seen to weep bitter tears

over the spiritual condition of those who

sought absolution through his hands.

One day a poor man, who knelt at his

feet in the attitude of a penitent, but whose

heart continued unmoved, seeing his con

fessor in tears, exclaimed in astonishment,
&quot;

But, my father, what need have you to

weep V
9

&quot;

Ah, myfriend,&quot; replied the sympa-
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thising priest,
&quot;

I weep because you do not

weep.&quot;

During the earlier days at Ars, and be

fore the fame of Vianney had reached its

zenith, an event took place which made a

great impression upon the public mind

this was, the conversion of a man of great

learning, from Lyons, named Maissiat. M.

the Abbe Gaillard, Cure of Montagnat, was

at Ars at the time, and on his requesting to

have a detailed account of the change which

had taken place in the individual named, he

received from the new convert the following

relation :

&quot;Eight days since I left Lyons for the

purpose of making a geological excursion

through the mountains of Beaujolais and

Magonnais. In the carriage which conveyed

me to Villefranche, I met, by chance, an old

friend who was on his way to Ars, and who

earnestly entreated me to accompany him to

that place. Come, said he, you will see a
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Cure who performs miracles.
*

Miracles!

cried I, laughing, I do not believe in mira

cles. Come, I say, and you will see and

believe.
5 Oh ! exclaimed I, ifyou succeed

in making a believer of me, that would be

a miracle indeed. Ah, well, come to Ars, if

it were only for the excursion.
s

Ars, I

replied,
;
is a name that pleases me. I have

time before me: it is not far from the

country I wish to explore. I will accompany

you.
&quot; Arrived here, I was conducted by my

friend to the house of Madame Gaillard,

where we both occupied the same apart

ment. Early in the morning he awoke me.

4

Maissiat, said he, will you do me a plea

sure ? will you accompany me to the massT

To the mass ;
I have never been there since

my first communion. Ask of me anything

else. You will come to oblige me. It is

there that you can see and judge of the Cure

d Ars. I only ask you to look at him well ;

G2
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I will secure you a place where you can

enjoy this satisfaction quite at your ease/

&amp;lt; As to that, said I, I am very indifferent

about it, but I will do as you wish.

&quot;We arrived at the church; my old

friend installed me upon a bench which

faced the sacristy. The door soon opened,

and the Cure bearing the sacred ornaments

came forth. His eyes met mine
;

it was

only a glance, but it penetrated to the

bottom of my heart. I felt overwhelmed

by that look. I bowed profoundly, and

hiding my face in my hands, I remained

motionless during the whole mass. When

it was over -fessayai de soulever ma tete

appesantie and I endeavoured to leave the

church ;
but as I passed before the sacristy

where the crowd pressed, I heard these

words, Retire, all of you retire
;

at the

same time a light hand was laid upon my

shoulder, and I was drawn, as it were, by

an invisible force. The door was closed
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upon me, and I found myself vis-a-vis with

the gaze which had so confounded me. I

stammered a few words : M. the Cure, I

have a weight upon my shoulders which

overwhelms me. A voice of angelic sweet

ness, in a strange tone and which hardly

seemed to proceed from a human breast,

replied :

4 My friend, you must cast off this

burden as quickly as possible ;
kneel down

and relate to me the history of your life.

The Lord will charge himself with your

burden
; for he has said, Come unto me all

ye that are weary and heavy laden, and I will

give you rest

&quot; My agitation subsided a little at these

words, and without further hesitation I re

lated to the holy man the history of my life

from my first communion. During this

recital his tears hardly ceased to flow ;

while every noAv and then he exclaimed,

Oh, how great is God s goodness ;
how

infinite are his compassions. I did not
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weep ; but little by little I felt lightened of

my burden, till at length I seemed to be

restored to perfect peace. . . . My friend,

said the Cure, when I was about to leave

him, you will return to-morrow. . . .

The new convert then informed his

interlocutor that the next day he was to

receive his pardon, and that after that the

holy sacrament was to be administered to

him.

M. Maissait remained some time longer

at Ars. When he left, it was not to under

take his intended geological researches, but

to return to his home, in order there to me

ditate in solitude over the change that had

taken place in him. He was a man of learn

ing and an artist. Left an orphan at the

age of fifteen, under the Reign of Terror,

he followed a superior officer, who had

adopted him, into Egypt ;
there he became a

Mussulman. Afterwards he tried Judaism,

then he professed himself a Protestant. He
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had since been a disciple of the Abbe

Chateland, and of P. Enfantin
; and lastly,

before he came to Ars, he had adopted the

religion of Cabet. Two years after that

time he died happily, and without having

undergone any further change of sentiment.

In the year 1838, a man who was em

ployed in the navigation of the Saone, ac

companied some of his friends to Ars. This

mariner had hitherto not only been indif

ferent to religion, but he carried his im

piety so far as to scoff at all holy things.

The very profession of Christianity he re

garded as a mark of folly and weakness. On
his arrival at Ars, he was induced by mere

curiosity to visit the church. He had pro

ceeded as far as the choir, where the Cure

was confessing the men ; but suddenly seized

with a species of vertigo, he was obliged to

retire, in order to breathe the fresh air. He

quickly, however, returned, but so great was

his agitation, that it was observed by a lady



88 THE CURE D ARS.

who was near him, and who kindly endea

voured to restore him to a more composed

state of mind, after which she led him to

the Cure. The sight of the austere and

mortified priest made such an extraordinary

impression upon the hardened sceptic, that

he immediately commenced his general con

fession ;
after which he was seen to pray

long and earnestly. He then received the

holy communion, and left the church to all

appearance an altered man. Some time

afterwards he reappeared at Ars, when his

whole conduct and demeanour still bore evi

dence to a radical change of character.

In the year 1840, a young man visited

Ars, who was, it appears, distinguished for

his scientific attainments, but who, unhap

pily had, with the knowledge which had

been imparted to him, imbibed many of the

infidel doctrines and sceptical ideas that

were so sadly prevalent at that epoch.

The day of his arrival at Ars, two cures
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had taken place; he wished to disprove

them, but the further he examined, the

more he questioned, the less possible was it

for him to doubt the fact, that two invalids,

strangers like himself, had come to Ars and

had left cured. He determined to have a

conference with M. Vianney :

&quot;

Sir,&quot;
said

he, as he approached him,
&quot; I have no faith

in miracles; nevertheless, I must admit that

I know not how else to account for the

cures of which I have been the witness ; I

would ask nothing better than to believe

in something, and if you will help me to

attain this end, I shall be much obliged to

you.&quot;

&quot;My friend/ replied the Cure,
&quot; draw

near to God, and He will draw near to you;

His grace will enlighten your mind, and

you will believe.&quot;

These words appeared to go directly to

the heart of the young man, he became

agitated and confused; but, after a short
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moment of hesitation, he fell upon his

knees Soon after he was seen to

leave the confessional, his eyes suffused

with tears, and a chaplet in his hand. . . .

He remained a month at Ars, in order to

be further instructed in the knowledge and

practice of that religion which he had de

nied, but which he now esteemed it his

highest honour and privilege to profess.

The Abbe Monnin affirms that in the

year 1856, he was himself the witness of the

sudden conversion of a man of eighty years

of age, who had lived a wicked and impious

life, and who was in the constant habit of

reviling and blaspheming the holy name of

God.

When the charitable Cure heard of the

arrival at Ars of this unhappy man, he

hastened though he knew himself to be

the special object of his scorn and hatred

to his hotel, entered his chamber, and

throwing himself on his knees before him,
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he cried out, with many tears,
&quot; Save your

poor soul ! ! ! Save your poor soul ! ! !

&quot;

At these words, according to the state

ment before us, the man, whose heart had

so long been closed against every good and

holy influence, was melted into tears, and

the obdurate sinner of eighty years at once

became a sincere and humble penitent.

On another occasion, a gentleman entered

the sacristy, in whose air and deportment

the practised eye of M. Vianney at once

discerned the accomplished man of the

world ; for, attracted either by curiosity or

by some other influence, individuals of this

class were often seen amongst the crowds

that thronged his confessional.

The stranger approached respectfully,

and the Cure d Ars, appearing to divine

his intention, pointed with his hand to

wards the stool upon which his penitents

were accustomed to kneel.

&quot; Monsieur the Curd,&quot; quickly responded
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his visitor,
&quot; I have not come to confess, I

have come to reason with
you.&quot;

&amp;lt;

Oh, my friend, you have come to the

wrong person for that. I do not know how

to reason, but if you would seek consolation

place yourself there
&quot;

designating with his

hand the inexorable stool. &quot;Believeme,many
have done so, who have not repented it.&quot;

&quot;

But, Monsieur the Cure, I have already

told you, I did not come to confess, arid

that for a very simple reason I have no

faith, and I believe as little in the confession

as I do in anything else.&quot;

&quot;You have no faith, my friend
1

? Oh,

how I pity you ! A little child of

eight years of age who knows his catechism

knows more than you. I believed myself

very ignorant, but you are far more ignorant

than I, since you are ignorant of the things

which it is most necessary for us to know.

You have no faith, you say. Ah, well&amp;gt;

then is there a reason for my further
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importunity. I will hear your confession,

and when you have confessed you will

believe.&quot;

&quot; But Monsieur the Cure, it is a comedy

that you wish me to play with
you.&quot;

&quot; Kneel down, I repeat !&quot;

It is affirmed that the tone of mingled

authority and gentle kindness which accom

panied these words, had such an effect upon

the man to whom they were addressed, that

he found himself upon his knees, almost

without knowing it, and, as it were, in spite

of himself. He then made the sign of the

cross, which he had not done for many

years, and commenced the humble con

fession of his faults When he rose

up, according to the statement of our in

formant, he was not only consoled but

believing ; and, on leaving the little sa

cristy, where he had found the peace which

he had so long and so vainly sought, the

infidel of yesterday, not able to suppress his
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joy, exclaimed,
&quot; What a man ! oh ! what

a man ! No one has ever spoken to me as

he has done, or I should long ago have

confessed!&quot;

Such scenes as these were of daily, hourly

occurrence. One Cure affirmed that ten men

in his parish had been converted by the

Cure d Ars.

Another asserted that it was easy for him

to discern, by their superior piety and good

ness, those of his flock who had made the

pilgrimage to Ars.

Yet, notwithstanding the great success

which attended his ministerial efforts, the

Cure d Ars often appeared to suffer from

sadness and depression of spirit. No one

could divine the cause of his melancholy.

To a friend, who one day questioned him

on the subject, he replied,
&quot; I have seen

myself on the brink of Hell. Oh, it was

dreadful !&quot; . . . . We have already noticed

that M. Vianney was, at one time, sorely
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tried by despairing thoughts of his own

future. It would appear, from this sad re

joinder, that his melancholy proceeded from

occasional returns of these dark moments.

But, however this may have been, and

whether his soul was pained and harrowed

by some secret thorn, or whether he was

liable, from constitutional temperament, to

seasons of depression, it is certain that

suffering and anguish of spirit were no mere

words with him ; and, it may be, that his

own sad experience combined to constitute,

in no small measure, that extraordinary

sympathy with the afflicted, which formed

so conspicuous a feature in his character.

And as the greater sufferers were the

objects of the Cure s most tender sympathy,

so were the greatest sinners the objects of

his most devoted zeal and solicitude. The

deeper a soul was sunk in vice and wicked

ness, so much the more earnest and perse

vering were his efforts to wrest that soul
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from the toils of Satan, and to lead it to

seek its refuge in the arms of Jesus Christ.

The Abbe Monnin states that,
&quot; The con

versions which took place at Ars had this

peculiarity, that they were solid and dur

able : that men given over, apparently, to a

reprobate mind, the prey of passions, com

monly judged to be the most incurable,

moral beings, sunk to the lowest stage of

degradation, yielded at once to the force

and the fervour of his exhortations.&quot;

Among many other such cases, he ad

duces that of a man of sixty years of age,

who had long abandoned himself to the

constant habit of intoxication, but who had

never been known to fall again into this

sin, after he had been to Ars. The Vicar

of the parish which this man inhabited, as

sured the missionaries that he was a most

fervent and sincere penitent. Every month,

he communicated; every Sunday, he at

tended the evening prayers in the church,
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with his wife ; and he was careful on these

occasions to take a by-way, in order to

avoid the danger of passing the scenes of his

former temptation, or of meeting his old

companions.

The Cure d Ars does indeed appear to

have possessed an extraordinary, and to us

an inexplicable power of attracting and

impressing his fellow-men in every rank

of life and of every class of character.

He often repeated, with evident delight,

the exclamation of a poor penitent who, in

the transports of his joy, cried out,
&quot; My

Father, my Father, how happy am I ; I would

not for a thousand pounds that I had not

confessed. Hitherto I have always felt a

void here,&quot; laying his hand on his heart.

&quot; You have filled this void ; I feel it no

longer ; I want nothing ;
I am content.&quot; . . .

VOL. II.
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CHAPTER VI.

MENTAL SUFFERING TO WHICH THE CURE D ARS

WAS SUBJECT.

IN the meantime, notwithstanding M.

Vianney s great success, in spite of the

numerous letters which each day brought

him, testifying to the gratitude of those

who had been cured, consoled, relieved, and

brought back to God through the efficacy

of his prayers, and bearing evidence to the

wonderful and miraculous results which

had been obtained at the moment of his

intervention, still the heart of the Cure

d Ars was constantly a prey to the deepest

dejection.

It is affirmed by a brother priest, and one

who had every opportunity of penetrating
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and of studying the heart of this austere

man so far, at least, as it was accessible to

mortal eye that there habitually reigned

there &quot; une amere desolation.&quot; He believed

himself to be without faith, without intelli

gence, without discernment, without virtue,

fit for nothing in short but to do harm and

to be an obstacle to God s work in the

world. He shed many and bitter tears over

his misery and shortcomings, and if the full

light of the Gospel of Peace was in a mea

sure veiled from his view, still in the

moments of his deepest dejection it appears

that he sought not his comfort from any

human source, or in saint or in angel, but

at the foot of the cross of Jesus Christ.

&quot; God has vouchsafed me this great

mercy,&quot; said he,
&quot; that he has put nothing

in me upon which I can rely, neither talent,

nor science, nor power, nor virtue. When I

look into myself, I see nothing but my
miserable sins

; yet the Lord in His good-

H2



100 THE CURE D ARS.

ness does not permit me to see them all or

to know myself thoroughly. This sight

would drive me to despair. I have, indeed,

no other refuge against this temptation to

despair, but to throw myself at the foot of

the tabernacle, comme un petit chien aux

pieds de son maitre.^

It may hardly seem possible to the reader,

that this man, the marvel of his age, the

glory of his church, the object of popular

adulation, around whom admiring throngs

were perpetually congregated, above all,

whose ministry was attended by such extra

ordinary results, it may hardly seem possible

that such a man should be the prey of the

most severe and almost unceasing depres

sion ;
the evidence, however, which is borne

to this fact appears to be conclusive.

The Abbe Monnin does not ascribe this

dejection to any physical fatigue, or to

weariness of life, or to that yearning for

repose which is so often felt by over-wrought
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minds, or even to the regret with which

Vianney never ceased to lament over his

own imperfections. He ascribes it to the

fear by which he was constantly harassed,

of doing harm, and of offending God.

He would willingly have resigned himself

to every other species of suffering or trial

which it might have pleased his Heavenly
Father to lay upon him, if he could have be

lieved at the same time that His love and

favour were not withdrawn ; but it appears

that this consolation was not permitted him,

and he was constantly a prey to the tortur

ing doubt as to whether his actions were

pleasing to God or the contrary.

The difficulties and trials incident to his

vocation pressed heavily upon him, and

especially the impossibility of corresponding

practically to his idea of the sanctity of the

priestly office.
&quot; Oh

?

&quot;

said he, one day, in

a familiar conversation with a friend,
&quot; how

sad is the condition of a priest who is not
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constantly recollected ; but in order to that,

he must have quiet, tranquillity, retirement.

It is in solitude that the voice of God is heard.

I sometimes say to the Lord Bishop, if you

would convert your diocese, you must make

saints of your cures. Oh, my friend, it is

an awful thing to be a priest. If a man

knew beforehand what it is to be a priest,

he would fly, like the saints of old, into the

deserts to escape it. . . . The way to be a

good priest would be to live en seminariste.

.... But all cannot do that. . . . The

danger and the misery for we cures is, that

the soul becomes dull and insensible. . . .

They begin by being truly touched by the

sad condition of those who do not love

God
;
but they finish by saying such an one

fulfils his duties : so much the better ! Such

another neglects the sacraments : so much

the worse ! . . . And with this they are

content.&quot;

M. Vianney seldom made his mental suf-
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fering a subject of conversation ;
occasion

ally, however, something of it transpired

in his more intimate and confidential com

munications. Speaking one day with a

brother priest, he said,
&quot; I pine away with

grief in this sad world ; my soul is weighed

down with sorrow ; nothing reaches my ears

but painful and heartrending facts. I have

no time to pray. I can hardly support this

life. Tell me, my friend, would it be a

great sin to disobey my bishop, by privately

escaping from this place I
&quot;

&quot; M. the Cure,&quot; replied his confidant,
&quot;

if

you wish to lose at once all the fruit of your

labours, you have only to yield to this

temptation.&quot;

As he approached his end, the suffering

of this afflicted man pressed more heavily

than ever upon him. A few months before

his death he was heard to exclaim, in a

tone of ineffable sadness,
&quot;

Oh, how melan

choly is this life ! If T had foreseen, on
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coming to Ars, the sorrows that awaited

me, I should have died with apprehension

on the
spot.&quot;

Another day, when the heat had been

overwhelming, and the crowd immense, the

indefatigable priest had come out of the

confessional more than usually exhausted,

&quot; I think,&quot; said he, as he stopped to look

with envious eye at some chickens, who,

after having scratched about the sand in

his courtyard, had made themselves a nest

where, the head buried under the wing,

they were sleeping comfortably
&quot; I think

these chickens are very happy ; if they had

souls, I should wish much to be in their

place.&quot;

It may be thought that his assiduous

labours, the unceasing duties of the pulpit

and confessional, must have distracted his

mind from his grief; but it was not so.

The great confidence which was reposed in

him was a burden under which he never
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ceased to groan. The prodigious concourse

by which he *was continually surrounded

awakened in his soul a new source of fear

and disquiet. It wounded his humility ; it

redoubled his fear of doing wrong; and

augmented the weight already so oppres

sive of his pastoral responsibility. Instead

of concluding that there must be in him

some special grace, some charm or virtue

were it only a natural gift from Heaven

which drew such multitudes around him, he

concluded, on the contrary, that he must be

a hypocrite. Impossible, he reasoned, other

wise to explain the continued affluence of

so many strangers. This people were evi

dently deceived; how, and by whom, he

knew not ; but what he knew only too well

was, that he was the most unworthy and

miserable of priests. -

Although Vianney was so alive to the

tendency of habit to deaden the sensibility,

still the sentiment which he himself expe-
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rienced at the aspect of sin became only

more and more poignant. He appeared to

possess that peculiar mental organisation

which nothing exhausts, nothing lulls, into

lukewarmness. And this, perhaps, explains

his own oft-repeated remark, that he knew

no one so unhappy as himself.

&quot;

Sinners,&quot; said he,
&quot; are such an offence

to God, that one is almost tempted to pray

for the end of the world. If there were

not a few pious souls upon whom to repose

the heart and console the eyes, in the midst

of the evil which surrounds us, this life

would be hardly bearable. When one

thinks,&quot; added he,
cc of the ingratitude of

man towards God ... It is frightful ! . . .

If God were not so good . . . but he is so-

good . . . Oh, my God ! what will not be

our shame and confusion at the Day of Judg

ment, when we shall be made to see all our

ingratitude. We shall then understand . . .

but it will be too late. Our Lord will say
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to us, Why hast thou offended me I and

we shall be left without
reply.&quot;

Such reflections as these were peculiarly

intensified on the days consecrated to the

memory of Our Lord s sufferings. It was

remarked that on these occasions the coun

tenance of the Cure d Ars underwent an

entire change, his pale face and tearful eye

betraying the most profound and bitter

grief.

In spite, however, of the inward struggles

and trials which we have described, the

external appearance of M. Vianney was

generally calm and serene, and the tempests

which often raged within were not allowed

to disturb the surface of his life. What

ever aspect the heavens presented to his

troubled eye whatever suffering weighed

upon his weary heart, he went on his way
with the same light step, the same tranquil

and contented air.
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CHAPTER VII.

THE CUKE D ARS AND LA SALETTE.

M. VIANNEY S inward suffering was often

complicated by particular causes, which still

further harassed his mind and augmented

his pain.

Prominent amongst these were the cir

cumstances connected with the celebrated

apparition of the Virgin Mary to the little

Alpine shepherds, reported to have taken

place at this time.

On the first announcement of this mar

vellous event, Vianney professed entire faith

in Notre-Dame de la Salette. And he

blessed and distributed a number of medals

representing the scene of the apparition.
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&quot; I was anxious,&quot; said he,
&quot; to possess

myself of a fragment of the stone upon
which the Holy Virgin stood

;
I have con

stantly spoken of this miracle to the

Church.&quot;

In the autumn of 1859, Maximin, one of

the young shepherds upon whose evidence

rested the truth of the miracle, came to Ars.

It appears that he did not make a favourable

impression there, but on the contrary was

looked upon as a singularly unattractive and

disagreeable child. This boy had a long

conversation with M. Vianney; the con

sequence of which was, that the Cure re

fused any longer to sign the images of La

Salette, or to give away the medals. When

pressed for an explanation of this change of

conduct his invariable reply was,
&quot; If what

the child told me is true, the miracle is

disproved.&quot;

The Abbe Monnin adduces the following

conversation, which took place between
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M.Vianney and himself on this subject, in the

presence of a small number of witnesses :

&quot; Monsieur the Cure, what are we to

think concerning La Salette V
&quot; You may think what you like, it is not

an article of faith.

&quot;

May I ask what passed between you
and Maximin in that conversation, which has

caused so much agitation
? What impres

sion did it leave on your mind V
&quot; If Maximin did not deceive me, he did

not see the Holy Virgin.
&quot; c But Monsieur the Cure, they say that

the Abbe Raymond wearied the child with

questions ; and that it was in order to

escape from further examination, that he

declared he had seen nothing.
&quot;

J. do not know what M. Raymond did,

but I know that I did not weary the child.

I merely said when he was brought to me.
&quot;

It is you, then, my friend, who saw the

Holy Virgin T&quot;
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&quot; Maximin did not say that he had not

seen the Holy Virgin; he said that he had

seen a great lady. Perhaps there is some

mistake underneath this V
&quot;

No, my friend, the child told me] that

this was not true; that he had seen

nothing.
&quot; c How did it happen that you did not

demand of him a public recantation V
&quot;

I said to him,
&quot; My child, if you have

spoken falsely, you must retract.&quot;
&quot; That is

not necessary,&quot; replied he :

&quot;

it will be good
for the people ; many will be converted in

consequence.&quot; Then he added,
&quot;

I wish to

make a general confession, and then to

enter a religious house. When I am in the

convent, I shall say I have told all, and have

nothing more to
say.&quot;

To which I replied,
&quot; My child, that will not do. I must con

sult my Bishop.&quot; &quot;Ah, well, sir, consult him,

if you will but* it is not worth the
pains.&quot;

After this, Maximin made his confession.
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&quot; M. Vianney then added &quot; There is no

need to be troubled about this matter. If

the miracle is not true, it will fall of itself

into discredit. If it is God s work, men may

try as they will, they will not be able to

destroy it.
&quot;

&quot; Monsieur the Cure, are you sure that

you distinctly heard what Maximin said to

you V
&quot;

Oh, very sure ! Many would maintain

that I was deaf! .... What would they

not, maintain ? It appears to me that that

is not the way to defend the truth.

&quot;.
Maximin s unequivocal declaration,

that he had not seen the Holy Virgin, that he

had seen nothing, placed M. Vianney in a

state of the most painful doubt and per

plexity. The leaning of his heart, as well

as his respect for episcopal authority, in

clined him to believe the miracle. Still, he

could not persuade himself that he had not

heard what had been so clearly and distinctly
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uttered; and though, when he reflected

upon the mandate of the Bishop of Grenoble,

he was so far influenced by the value of his

authority, as to affirm that the apparition

might be credited, and to permit the pilgrim

age, he yet struggled hopelessly against

the doubts suggested to his own mind by

the words of Maximin; and when pressed

for his own personal opinion, his answer

still was,
&quot; Si ce que Ienfant m a dit est

mai, on ne peiit pas y croire.&quot;

This painful state of indecision continued

for eight years, when, to the infinite satis

faction of his brother priests, and to the

members of his flock, it was affirmed that

the fluctuations and uncertainties of the holy

Cure had ceased. In the month of October,

1858, M. the Abbe Toccanier wrote to a

member of the Bar at Marseilles, who was

known as the author of different writings

upon
cc La Salette,&quot; as follows:

&quot; Since my last letter, I have received

VOL. II. I
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from M. the Cure a clear explanation of his

return to his previous faith, which had

been shaken by the unhappy retractation of

Maximin.

&quot; These are the details, which you will

rejoice to learn : M. Vianney informed me

that he had prayed to God to deliver him

from the doubt which he had endeavoured,

from respect to episcopal authority, to sup

press, but which still harassed his mind,

For fifteen days, added he,
c I suffered the

most painful perplexity, which only ceased

when I said,
&quot;

Credo&quot; I was then anxious

for an opportunity of manifesting my faith

to a member of the diocese of Grenoble,

and the next morning a priest entered the

sacristy, with whom I was unacquainted,

and inquired of me whether it were right

to believe in La Salette. I replied
&quot;

Yes.&quot; I

asked of God a temporal grace, through the

intervention ofthe Virgin, invoked under the

name of La Salette. , I have obtained it/
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&quot;

Notwithstanding, then, the retractation

of Maximin, M. the Cure d Ars believes in

La Salette.&quot;

At the same epoch, M. Guillemin, Canon

and Vicar-General of Belley, was commis

sioned to make inquiries of the Cure con

cerning the circumstances which had in

fluenced his convictions relative to this sub

ject. He gives the following report, after

his visit to Ars for this purpose :

&quot; M. the Cure d Ars has endured much

disquiet for about three months. One night

his moral sufferings were so intense that he

earnestly prayed the Lord for deliverance.

He thought that he should obtain this grace

if he performed an act of faith with respect

to the affair of La Salette, and he accord

ingly cried out Credo! He was instantly

delivered from his pain, comme si on lui

avait 6te un sac de plomb de dessus les

tpaules.

&quot; In order to confirm the fact which had

i2
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taken place, M. Vianney prayed that a

priest of note, from the diocese of Grenoble,

might be sent to him. The following morn

ing, whilst he was in the sacristy, an eccle

siastic, who announced himself as the Prin

cipal of the College of Grenoble, came to

him, and, without further preamble, pro

posed to him this question,
C M. the Cure,

what do you think of La Salette 1 M.

Vianney replied
(
I believe that not only we

may, but that we ought, to believe in her/

Our Cure has since affirmed that he has re

ceived a particular and signal grace through

the intercession of Notre-Dame de la Sa

lette.&quot;

M. the Abbe Gerin, Arch-Priest of the

Cathedral of Grenoble, who came to Ars,

October 12, gives the following account

of the manner in which Vianney received

him:

&quot;

I thank you for coming to see me. I

have many things to tell you concerning
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Notre-Dame de la Salette. I cannot ex

press to you the anguish through which my
soul has passed. My sufferings have been

beyond description.

&quot; At last, in the midst of all this painful

agitation, I cried out, Credo. ....
That instant I recovered the peace and tran

quillity which I had entirely lost. I besought

of God to send me an instructed and efficient

priest from Grenoble, to whom I could ex

plain my sentiments on this subject. The

next day the priest came. It would now

be impossible for me not to believe in La

Salette. I demanded signs in order to be

lieve. I have obtained them. Onpent et on

doit croire a la Salette.&quot;
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CHAPTER VIII.

INSTALLATION OF THE MISSIONARIES AT ARS. M. VI-

ANNEY S THIRD AND LAST ATTEMPT TO ESCAPE FROM

HIS MINISTRY.

TOWARDS the close of the episcopacy of

Bishop Devie, his thoughts were much oc

cupied in devising plans for the future regu

lation of the Society of Young Missionaries,

which had been formed under his auspices.

One of his projects was to constitute Ars

the succursale, as it were, of Pont-d Ain, in

order that the young men might pass a

kind of noviciate, where they would have

before them the edifying example of the

Abbe Vianney.

The death, however, of this prelate oc

curred before this design could be practi-
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cally realised, and it was left to his suc

cessor, the bishop of his choice,- to carry his

wishes into effect.

The Abbe Toccanier writes : &quot;I had per

formed the duties of the Annual Retreat

at the Grand College of Brou and was

prepared to return to the welcome solitude

of Pont-d Ain, when I was informed by my

superior that the Lord Bishop Chalandon,

in fulfilment of the intention formed by

his revered predecessor, designed us for

auxiliaries to the Cure d Ars, and that I

was to be the first to represent the society

in that capacity. The following day I was

installed by M. the Vicar-General. The

Abbe Vianney received me with his usual

kindness. I remarked, however, a certain

melancholy in his countenance, and a re

serve in his manner which was not usual

with him.&quot;

That yearning for solitude, which, how

ever suppressed, had yet never ceased to be
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the darling desire of the Cure d Ars, was

at this time revived with fresh energy.

The change which had taken place at Ars,

again appeared to him to offer a favourable

occasion for abandoning a ministry, the

responsibility of which he felt to be more

and more burdensome in proportion as his

fame and reputation increased.

From his peculiar constitution and cha

racter, this exceptional ministry brought

with it for him peculiar and painful trials.

It involved the entire abnegation of all

the preferences of his heart, the complete

sacrifice of all his natural tastes. The

thought of flying to La Trappe, to Carmel,

to the Grande-Chartreuse, or to some remote

desert, pour ypleurer sa pauvre vie et essayer

si le bon Dieu voudrait bien encore lui faire

misericorde, was for a long time his fixed

idea. The details of his escape from Ars

when he remained for eight days concealed

in the paternal home at Dardilly have
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already been laid before the reader ; three

years before that attempt he made another

effort of the same kind. He left his pres

bytery, on that occasion, on a very dark

night, and had proceeded as far as the

Croix des Com bes. Therehesuddenly stopped ,

and said to himself,
&quot; Am I at this moment

acting according to the will of God ? Would

not the conversion of one soul be of more

worth than all the prayers which I could

offer up in solitude?&quot; The response of

his heart, which he regarded as the voice

of God, determined him to retrace his

footsteps.

Now, however, that a missionary was

placed at Ars, he once more resolved to

retire to some profound and inaccessible

retreat, where he would be free from all

pastoral responsibility, and at leisure to

prepare to meet his God.

Accordingly, the day after the installation
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of M. Toccanier, he made every preparation

for his departure. In order to this, he was

obliged to take into his confidence his old

friend and servant, Catherine Lassagne, and

also Jeanne Filliat, who, since the suppres

sion of the Providence, had shared with her

the charge of his menage. But though he

imposed upon them the strictest secrecy,

and took every other possible precaution to

prevent detection, his intention was disco

vered, his flight was intercepted, and a repe

tition of the same scene that had occurred

on the former occasion already described

followed; with this difference, however,

that this time M. Vianney appeared to be

more resolutely determined than ever to

carry out his purpose. For a long while

the tears and entreaties of his friends, and

the grave admonitions of those upon whose

judgment he was accustomed to rely with

humble trust, were utterly vain; he con-
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tinned inflexible and unwavering. It was

even asserted by some of the witnesses of

this scene that the tone of Vianney s voice,

and the expression of his countenance ha

bitually so amiable and serene betrayed a

degree of mingled vexation, irony, and de

pression which he had never before mani

fested, and which caused much surprise.

It would be useless, and only tedious to

the reader, to go over all the details of the

long and painful struggle which took place

between the obstinate priest and his devoted

people, in this his third and last attempt at

flight.

It will, perhaps, be sufficient to say, that

he was in the end overborne, and induced,

at length, to yield to what he believed to be

a manifestation of the Divine will. From
this time he regarded the longing of his

heart for repose in solitude and prayer as a

temptation; it was one, however, which
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rose up under one form or another, again

and again to trouble him ; and he was

repeatedly heard to say,
&quot; Que c etait une

chose affreuse de passer d une cure au

tribunal de Dieu !
&quot;
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CHAPTER IX.

HONOURS CONFERRED UPON M. VIANNEY. HOMAGE

RENDERED TO HIS PIETY.

IN the meantime the fame and popularity

of M. Vianney continued to be ever on the

increase. It has, indeed, been doubted

whether any other man in the present age

has enjoyed so universal a reputation ;
and

when we consider how poorly he was en

dowed by nature ; when we reflect upon

that intellectual inferiority, which he called

his ignorance, we cannot refrain from ex

pressing our astonishment at the extraordi

nary impression which he made upon the

Roman Catholic world.

Whatever was the stage of their religious

faith, whatever the class of society to which

they belonged, the strangers who visited
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Ars during the lifetime of the Cure all

carried away with them the same sentiment

of profound admiration and respect. Even

those pilgrims who professed no Christian

faith, were, in a manner, fascinated and

enchained by the marvellous drama enacted

before their eyes; and they regarded the

singular man who performed in it the lead

ing part as a perfect model of penitence and

charity.

One individual belonging to this class, a

distinguished scholar, but a sceptic, was

heard to exclaim, in his enthusiasm,
&quot; Je ne

crois pas que depuis Tetable de Bethleem, on

ait rien vu de
pareil&quot;

A celebrated poet, who had desired to

make the acquaintance of the Cure d Ars,

was so carried away by his emotion after

having seen and heard him, that he cried

out in his presence,
&quot; Jamais je n ai con-

temple Dieu de si pres !
&quot;

&quot;

It is true, my friend,&quot; replied Vianney,
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pointing to the holy sacrament, exposed

upon the altar,
&quot;

it is true God is not far

off. We behold Him there in the sanctuary

of His love.&quot;

When the poet continued to address the

Cure in terms of eulogy, the latter took him

by the hand, and gently interrupting him,

said, &quot;My friend, I love these words of

Saint-J * * *
: If men knew us better,

they would say of us more harm and less

good. The poet then spoke of a church,

in the edification of which he was interested.

&quot;The material church,&quot; responded Vianney,
&quot;

will certainly be constructed. The impor

tant consideration is how to raise up the

spiritual edifice in our hearts, the living

tabernacle where the Lord will be pleased

to dwell.&quot;

When he had retired, after having re

ceived the blessing of the Curd d Ars, Jas

min exclaimed,
&quot; What a type of holiness !

That man is greater than his name !

&quot;

. . .
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Marceau, the marine missionary, came to

Ars, on his return from his last voyage to

the Islands of the Archipelago. He was

asked what he thought of the venerable

Cure. If he esteemed him a man of

learning.
&quot; Of human learning, no,&quot; replied he,

&quot; but of divine learning, oh, yes. But what

strikes me above
all,&quot;

continued he,
&quot;

is his

beautiful simplicity. In him I have seen a

little child, such as the Saviour loved, and

therefore it is that God is with him.&quot;

&quot; On looking over the record of my

past experience,&quot; writes a priest,
&quot;

I lind

amongst the days which have influenced my
after life, and which I ought to observe

with gratitude, the date August 21, 1832,

preceded by these words : Visit to Ars. It

was then, indeed, that I first set my foot

upon that hallowed ground, whither I have

so frequently returned, where I have shed

so many tears., formed so many resolutions,
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and of which the very name penetrates the

depths of my heart.&quot;

It would be superfluous to dwell upon all

the marks of love, confidence, and admira

tion, which were lavished upon M. Vianney

during his long ministry. The continued

and ever-increasing conflux of pilgrims at

Ars, for the space of thirty years, has been

sufficiently noticed. The names of all the

eminent men who were attracted thither,

it would be impossible to recount. The

Abbe Monnin states, that curiosity one

day prompting him to look over the list of

visitors at an hotel, he found there the most

illustrious names in France, Belgium, Eng

land; distinguished men from London,

Dublin, Edinburgh, Brussels, Cologne,

Munich ; travellers from the shores of the

Mississippi, the Ohio, and La Plata.

We have before us a long list of the

names of the princes and bishops of the

Romish Church, who came to render their

VOL. II. K



130 THE CURE D ARS.

homage to the humble priest of Ars.

Amongst them is that of the Cardinal de

Bonald. He had, during his visit, a long

conference with Vianney, in his poor cham

ber. On going out from this confidential

interview, he said to the Abbe Toccanier,

&quot; Do you know, monsieur, that the Cure

d Ars voit les questions de lien haut?&quot;

Some days after his departure the almoner

of his Eminence sent to the holy priest a

beautiful chaplet, blessed by Pius IX., and

accompanied by these words: &quot;Ars, terre

de miracle! . . . Nous, n avons fait qu y
toucher et son souvenir nous est reste vif et

profond Peut-etre un jour ce bon-

heur sera-t-il plus complet. J aime d en

garder Vesperance&quot;

The Bishop of Orleans, Mgr. Dupan-

loup, came several times to seek edi

fication at Ars. He confided to some

friends, that the good Cure had tried to

quiet his fears relative to his great pastoral
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responsibility, with these words :

&quot; There

are many bishops in the Martyrology, but

hardly any cures. It is I, my lord, who

have need to tremble.&quot;

Bishop Lyonnet, on his way to take

possession of the see of Valence, came to

ask the blessing of the Cure d Ars. M.

Vianney could not bear the idea of seeing

a bishop kneel before him
; however, as his

Superior insisted, he consented to make

upon him the sign of the cross
;
but falling

at the same moment upon his own knees,

he exclaimed,
&quot; My Lord, this blessing will

rebound upon myself.&quot;

On the 3rd of May, 1845, whilst crowds

of pilgrims were stationed round the church,

awaiting the arrival of &quot;

the saint&quot; a simple

carriage drove up, and a priest, enveloped

in a long cloak, descended
;

underneath

the folds of his drapery, however, a white

robe was soon discovered, and everyone

cried out,
&quot; Voild le grand prtdicateur !

&quot;
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It was thus that the people of France

designated the great Dominican, Lacordaire.

It was indeed he ;
and the following day

the inhabitants of Ars had the infinite

delight of seeing the illustrious orator, who

is said to have thrilled the very hearts of

his hearers, and whose preaching had just

made an almost unparalleled sensation at

Lyons listening in the attitude of devout

attention to the simple discourse of their

beloved Cure.

Vianney dwelt much, on this occasion, on

the peculiar office of the Holy Spirit, and

earnestly exhorted his hearers to invoke his

constant aid. P. Lacordaire appeared to be

much affected by his earnest and affection

ate address. He remarked afterwards, that

if he had treated the same subject, he

should not have used the same terms ; but

that he should have been inspired by the

same sentiments. cc This holy priest and I

do not speak the same language,&quot;
said he,



THE CURE D ARS. 133

&quot; but I am so happy as to be able to testify

to myself, that our thoughts are
agreed.&quot;

It was now Lacordaire s turn to preach.

M. Vianney was very solicitous to hear the

eloquent monk, and pressed him with ear

nest entreaties. The R. Pere, however,

only yielded to his wishes, when he was

convinced that, in refusing to do so, he

would fail to manifest his respectful defer

ence, and he still complained at having to

speak, when he would fain again have been

a listener.
&quot;

I came,&quot; said he,
&quot;

to seek

counsel and instruction.&quot;

If Lacordaire was impressed by the

preaching of Vianney, Vianney in his turn

was equally astonished and enraptured by

the eloquence of Lacordaire. The eleva

tion of his sentiments, the beauty of his

utterance, above all, his amazing power of

speech, produced upon the imagination of

the zealous and devoted priest a species of

enchantment.
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&quot; I can hardly venture to appear again in

my pulpit,&quot;
said he.

&quot; I am like the Prince

who, after having offered his horse to the

Pope, did not dare to mount it again himself.&quot;

M. Vianney appears to have been much

affected by the humble and unaffected de

meanour of this celebrated man toward him

self.
&quot; Do you know what especially struck

me,&quot; said he,
&quot;

during the visit of the Pere

Lacordaire I It was the idea that all that

was greatest in science had come to humble

itself before all that was least in ignorance.

.... The two extremes met.&quot;

On some one s remarking, when the

prodigious effect of the Conference at

Lyons was discussed in his presence, that

nevertheless few conversions were stated

to have resulted from them &quot; There will

be an immense result,&quot; said he, &quot;if the

preacher has proved to the scholar that

there exists a higher wisdom than theirs,

and to our beaux esprits, that there are at-
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tainments to be acquired superior to any to

which they have
aspired.&quot;

&quot;

It is necessary first to discover to them

the beauties of the edifice, in order to ex

cite their desire to enter into it.&quot;

Thus the favourable impression left by

this memorable visit was complete and reci

procal. The celebrated pilgrim appears to

have been much edified by the piety of the

Cure d Ars. In referring to the private con

versation that he had with M. Vianney, he

affirmed that he had gathered from him

many useful hints, and much positive ground

for hope with respect to the re-establishment

of the Frercs-Precheurs. Apropos to the in

struction which he had received from the

Cure d Ars, he said : La science creuse la

vie etne la comblepas; la piete I illume, I tleve

et la remplit.
&quot;

Not satisfied with seeing and hearing the

Cure d Ars, the pilgrims were all eager to

possess themselves of some memento of him,
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some object that he had blessed, or an

image that he had signed, or anything that

had belonged to him.

It had been Vianney s habit, when he left

the chapel, to place his surplice upon the

wall of the churchyard till his return, but

he was soon obliged to discontinue this prac

tice. It would quickly have been cut into

fragments by the merciless people. It was

the same with his hat, which, during the

long seances at the confessional, he could

not protect from these pious frauds
,
and

so also with his cassock, which, in like

manner, was attacked and mutilated on

every possible occasion. During his cate

chisms, women, armed with scissors, crept

softly behind his stall, and stole away locks

of his hair. Sometimes when they pulled

too hard, he would turn round and gently

admonish them to leave him alone ; but,

generally, he did not appear to be aware of

the feminine frauds which were practised
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behind his back. Leaves were taken out of

his breviary, till at length he was obliged

to keep it concealed from the eyes of the

pilgrims. His chairs, his table, his books,

nothing escaped. The very straw was stolen

from his bed. And even the trees which

grew in his court-yard, and the little flowers

which bloomed in the grass that carpeted

it, were alike subjected to the cruel tax

that was levied upon all and everything

that lay within the sacred precincts of the

presbytery.

The Cur6 d Ars never could be brought

to consent to the earnest and repeated soli

citations of the various artists, painters,

and photographers, who, at different periods,

came to Ars with the hope of studying,

and of being able to reproduce his remark

able physiognomy.

Nevertheless, attempts at his portrait

were everywhere to be seen. Not only were

they scattered in rich abundance over the
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Tillage of Ars, but they penetrated to the

most distant and remote localities, and have

been found in the chalets of Switzerland,

and amongst the household gods of the

peasants of Uri and of Underwalden.

The continual exhibition of his portrait,

which in every guise, and sometimes under

the most grotesque forms, was affixed to the

door of every house in the village, offended

the eye and vexed the heart of the Cure.

In the end, however, he became accustomed

to this as to many other mortifications.

Nevertheless, as he took his daily walk

from the presbytery to the church, pur

sued by the ovations of the multitude that

thronged his footsteps, it was remarked that

his air was embarrassed, and that he kept his

eyes carefully bent upon the ground.

When, through any inadvertency on his

part, his unwilling glance fell upon one of

these offensive pictures, he would exclaim,
&quot;

Always this vile portrait ! How unhappy
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am I ! On me pend, on me vend ! Poor

Cure d Ars !

&quot;

In the year 1852, an artist from Avignon,

struck by Vianney s saintly expression of

countenance, succeeded in taking a portrait

from memory, which was, before the re

markable work of Cabuchet, the best that

had appeared.

When it came to the turn of M. Cabu

chet, he ensured, as he thought, the success

of his enterprise by securing in advance the

interest and co-operation of Bishop Chalan-

don. Previously to the artist s arrival at

Ars, that prelate wrote a letter to Vianney,

in which he earnestly prayed him to consent

to sit for his portrait. The Cure, however,

was still inflexible, and contented himself

with saying,
&quot; I will comply with his Lord

ship s request, provided that he will after

wards consent to my departure from Ars.&quot;

Reduced now to the same condition with

those who had made the attempt before him,
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the young artist, nevertheless, did not lose

courage.

He attended the catechisms every day,

hid himself in the crowded congregation,

assumed an air of attention, and modeled

his wax in the crown of his hat.

Notwithstanding, however, this irreve

rent conduct in church, Emilien Cabuchet

appears to have been a devout Catholic. He

had not been many days at Ars before he

expressed his desire to confess to the good

Father. &quot; Do not betray yourself,&quot; said the

missionary to whom he first addressed him

self ;

&quot; and let no one suspect your design

in coming here
; you would be made to do

penance by breaking your model.&quot; In spite

of this caution, however, the pious artist

could not refrain from informing M. Vian-

ney that he was the author of the statue of

Saint-Vincent de Paul, lately inaugurated

at Chatillon ;
and upon the Cure s cour

teously congratulating him, he gathered
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courage to say,
&quot;

My Father, I am ambitious

again to do something in order that the

Lord may be further known and magnified

in his saints.&quot; M. Vianney at once divined

his object, and changing his tone, he ex

claimed with some severity,
&quot;

No, my friend,

it is useless ; neither for you or for the

Lord Bishop will I ever consent.&quot;

A few days after this conversation, when

engaged in his catechism, the Cure again

recognised his penitent, who, in order to

command a better view of his face, had in

stalled himself directly opposite the little

platform from whence he addressed the

people.
; Ah! my friend,&quot; said he, &quot;you

have distracted the attention of my people

long enough, and of myself also.&quot;

The patient modeler was not a little dis

concerted by this apostrophe ; and though

happily his work was now far advanced, he

thought it discreet to disappear for a few

days. When he thought that the circum-
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stance was sufficiently effaced from the mind

of the Cure he returned.

&quot; My friend,
&quot;

said M. Vianney, when he

saw him again at his post,
&quot; have you then

nothing to occupy you at home I
&quot;

&quot;Monsieur the Cure, do you wish to

dismiss me from your presence ?
&quot;

&quot;

No, my friend, but I would fain have

you excommunicated.&quot;

&quot; What crime have I then committed ?
&quot;

&quot;

Oh, you know very well. Have you

not again distracted my attention this

morning]
&quot;

&quot; One of the happiest events of my
life,&quot;

afterwards remarked Emilien Cabu-

chet,
&quot;

is to have made the acquaintance

of the Cure d Ars. It is necessary to have

first seen the saints, in order to know how

to represent them.&quot;

About this time the camail which ap

pears to be considered a high and honour

able distinction in the Romish Church was
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conferred upon Vianney by the hands of

Bishop Chalandon ;
and at the same period,

upon the recommendation of Count Emma

nuel de Coetlogon, Prefect of Ain, and of

the Bishop of Belley, and at the request of

the Marquis de Castellane, he received the

Cross of the Legion of Honour, in acknow

ledgment of his piety and of the services he

had rendered to the Church. The Cure

only wore the camail upon the ceremony of

its reception ;
and with respect to the cross

of honour, those who were the bearers of

it felt it necessary in order that they

might be able to state that he had accepted

it to induce in him the belief that they

were relics which were presented to him.

&quot;

Oh,&quot; said he, with a sigh of disappoint

ment when he opened the casket that con

tained it, &quot;is it only that T
A few days afterwards, when the Prefect

of Ain came to Ars to congratulate the new

chevalier, the Cure said to him :

&quot; You
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should have conferred this decoration upon

a more worthy object.&quot;

&quot; That would have been difficult,&quot; cour

teously replied M. de Coetlogon.
&quot; If the

Emperor has bestowed upon you the Cross,

it is not to honour you, it is to honour the

Legion of Honour.&quot;

Apropos to the different honours conferred

upon Vianney, we must mention, before we

close this chapter, a curious contest which

took place between the inhabitants of Ars

and Dardilly, respecting the future disposi

tion of his body.

The people of Dardilly had long looked

with jealous eye upon the treasure possessed

by Ars
; and they now began to devise the

means for securing something of it for

themselves. They went to Vianney, and

entreated him to make his will. They knew

well that he reserved nothing of all the

money which the piety of the faithful placed

in his hands. What they wanted, was
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something far more precious than gold or

silver ;
and they earnestly besought him to

bequeath his mortal remains to his native

parish. The Cure, who did not know how

to refuse anything, yielded to their wishes,

and made his will accordingly.

The secret transpired the alarm quickly

spread, not only through the district of Ars,

but through the whole diocese of Belley.

The case was represented to the Bishop, who

immediately interfered to allay the general

apprehension. He asked the Cure why he

designed to abandon, after his death, the

parish which had for so long been the scene

of his indefatigable labours I What reason

he had for desiring that his body should

rest in Dardilly ?

&quot;

Ah,&quot; replied the Cure,
&quot;

provided only

that my soul is with God, I care not where

my body rests.&quot;

The Bishop then preferred his own claim

for that poor body, and Vianney, distressed

VOL. II. L
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and ashamed at all these rival pretensions.,

promised to make another will, which he

did the day before his death ; when, accord

ing to the desire of his Bishop, and the

wishes of his people, he definitely disposed

of his remains in favour of the parish of

Ars.
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CHAPTER X.

PENETRATION AND SAGACITY MANIFESTED

BY 21. VIANNEY IN HIS COUNSELS.

IT would perhaps be difficult to imagine a

more striking scene than that which met

the eye of the stranger at Ars, when the

Cure each day made his difficult way from

the presbytery to the old house of the Pro

vidence, where the missionaries lodged. As

soon as he appeared, every head was un

covered, and one general and unanimous

cry of joy was heard, whilst every eye was

turned with eager curiosity, or devout ad

miration, or reverential awe, towards the

pale and emaciated priest, whose presence

had power at once to efface every other

thought.

L2
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The dense crowds that awaited his ap

pearance now thronged his footsteps, only

vieing with each other which should ap

proach the nearest to his sacred person.

Sometimes, as is said to have been the case

with the saints of old, the devoted people

endeavoured to cut off fragments from his

raiment in order to make relics of them.

Vianney, in the meantime, apparently as

much unmoved by all these marks of reve

rence as if they had been addressed to some

one else, quietly pursued his way, attentive

only to the questions by which he was on

all sides assailed.

For the edification of the reader, we

transcribe a few of these questions, which,

on an occasion such as that we are describ

ing, were made in the hearing of the Abbe

Monnin.

&quot;

Father, my mother is very ill ; some

say the case is hopeless, others that she may
be cured. What are we to believe I

&quot;
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&quot; My father, one of my parents is threatened

with loss of sight, would it be advisable to

try the effect ~of an operation I
&quot;

&quot;My

father, will my child recover ? Will my

husband be converted I Will my children

be saved ?
&quot;

&quot; My father, ought I to increase

the number of my clerks ? Ought I to

abandon my business? Ought I to buy

that manufactory I Ought I to live in the

country V &quot;My father, tell me in

what college the temporal and spiritual in

terests of my son would be the best ad-

vanced.&quot; &quot;My father, ^vhat are

we to believe with respect to La Salette ?

Is the miracle of Rimini to be credited
7

?

What is your opinion of the Hermit of the

Mountains? What are we to think of Louis

XVII. V 9

&quot; My father, what is your opinion of such

or such a style of dress I
&quot;

This was a ques

tion which, it appears, was frequently ad

dressed to M. Vianney. On one occasion
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he received a letter, asking his advice with

respect to a mode which then threatened to

become fashionable, and which has since

generally prevailed. The subject was

treated with such exceeding gravity as to

amuse even the austere priest himself.

&quot; Poor ladies, said he, in speaking of the

tyranny of this mode,
&quot;

They drag moun

tains after them ; they embarrass themselves,

and they embarrass everyone else. It is

well that they have enlarged the streets, but

they have need to enlarge the doors also.

Poor ladies ! with their fashions they suffer

in this life in order to suffer in the next.&quot;

When the questions addressed to him

were idle or indiscreet, or if they wounded

his humility, he manifested his disapproba

tion by a gentle irony.

&quot; My father,&quot; said a lady to him,
&quot; I have

waited here three days without being able

to approach you.&quot;

&quot; In Paradise, my child ;

we will converse in Paradise.&quot;
&quot; My father,
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I have travelled two hundred leagues to see

you.&quot;

&quot;

It was not worth while to come so

far for that.&quot;
&quot; My father, but one word.&quot;

&quot; My child, you have already said twenty.&quot;

&quot; My father, is my husband in Purgatory I
&quot;

&quot;I have not been there.&quot; &quot;My father,

will you tell me what is my vocation ?&quot;

&quot; Your vocation, my child, is to go to

Heaven.&quot;

Sometimes, when he divined that it was

not the truth which his inquirers sought,

but rather the satisfaction of their curiosity

or self-love, his replies were more severe.

&quot; My father,&quot; said a young girl, whose

piety he thought was tainted by a species

of egotism,
&quot; Tell me where I should pass

my noviciate : with the Dames de la Nativite,

or with the Dames du Sacre Cceur? I

should prefer the former, because they

know me.&quot;

&quot;Alas!&quot; replied M. Vianney,
c; dies ne

connaissent pas grand chose /&quot;
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Those who came to ask the advice of the

Cure d Ars generally reposed with the most

unlimited confidence upon the wisdom of

his decisions. We have before us numerous

examples of persons who, uncertain with

respect to the vocation in which they could

best serve God, needed but one word from

him to bring them to a fixed and definite

purpose, from which they never afterwards

swerved, and of which they never repented.

The extraordinary rapidity of his replies,

which were often uttered before the ques

tion was hardly finished, and the great

promptitude of his decisions, were the more

remarkable, that M. Vianney was so humble

and so distrustful of himself; and the sub

jects agitated were frequently of the most

grave and solemn importance.

A person came to Ars, in order to ask

the advice of the Cure, on a difficult case

of conscience, in a matter of succession ;

the question was delicate and complicated.
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Vianney at once gave his opinion ; then,

seeing that his inquirer was not con

vinced, he asked permission to consult the

ecclesiastics, who were that day assembled

in conference at Ars. Opinions were di

vided ; many pronounced against Vianney,

who, according to his usual habit, referred

the question to the bishop. The Episcopal

Council approved his decision, and Mgr.

Devie, in his reply, begged him to commu

nicate his letter to the solicitor, in order to

remove from his mind all further disquiet.

A Cure in the diocese of Autun had a

very difficult and intricate case of justice

and of restitution to determine. He had

taken much pains to inform his mind on

the subject, in order to come, if possible, to

a decided opinion ; he had read, reflected,

consulted, but all in vain ;
he still conti

nued doubtful and perplexed. In this

dilemma he came to Ars ; here his question

was at once resolved, and he felt as if a veil
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had fallen from his eyes. M. Vianney said

but one word; still that word had been

said by no one else, nor had he found it in

any of the treatises which he had been stu

dying ; yet so vivid and instantaneous was

the light which it threw upon the most

difficult point of the question, that the

astonished priest could not refrain from

exclaiming,
&quot; M. the Cure, where did you

learn your theology ]
&quot;

M. Vianney silently pointed to his prie-

dieu.

It would be easy for us to multiply, from

the statements before us, examples of the

surprising wisdom and penetration of M.

Vianney, as manifested not only in cases

which might seem to lie within the domain

of his professional knowledge and expe

rience, but also in matters where the tem

poral interests of communities, and even of

nations, were concerned
;
and in questions

of grave and solemn moment in political
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science, which, though they had risen up to

the surface of society, it would seem, could

only be fitly answered by those who had

endeavoured to sound the depths from

which they had sprung, and to whom the

mysterious laws of human thought were no

strange study.

The Abbe Monnin, speaking of the ex

cellent judgment of M. Vianney, and of

the extraordinary influence which he ex

erted over the minds of other men, writes :

&quot; On ne peut pas dire que chez le Cure d Ars

cette sarete de vite, cette rapidite de coup dceil

et cette rectitude de sens vinssent d une grand

perspicacite naturelle. . . 11 scmblait y avoir

j)lutot dans Vesprit de Ihumble prttre un type

de vtrite, un criterium latent mais infaillible;

une clef qui lui servait d ouvrir les portes du

coeur les plus secret et les mieux gardees; un

jil qui Vaidait a se retrouver dans le dtdale

des consciences; une corde qui vibrait d Vu-

nisson de tout ce qui etait droit et juste, et
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qui resonnait en disaccord de tout ce qui etait

mal et inexact.&quot;

And again,
&quot; M. Vianney n avait dans

le cceur ni orgueil, ni ambition, ni avarice, et,

par consequent, dans Vesprit ni tenacite, ni

faiblesse. II ne courraitpas a la lueur vacil-

lante de Vimagination; il rietait pas soumis

a la tyrannic des sens. II avait cette lim-

pidite et cette justice du regard que donne la

purete d intention, et que resprit lui-meme

met, avant rexperience qui nous vient des

annees. Dans tons ses jugements la raison

etait sa loi, et la volonte de Dieu son flam

beau. Rien rtaffermit les demarches et ne

rend le pied sfar comme de n avoir a cceur

que la justice et la verite.&quot;

In admitting, however, the justness of

the sentiments here expressed, and even in

granting, so far as his piety is concerned,

all that M. Monnin would claim for Vian

ney, we are still at a loss to account for the

facility with which this man, whose natural
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capacity was so inferior, that even in the

days of his youth, and when he felt that his

future vocation in life depended upon it,

he was absolutely incapable of serious study

or of any sustained application, we are still

at a loss to comprehend by what power such

a man was able, at once, and with the most

perfect facility, to master the most difficult

and intricate questions, and at a glance, as

it were, or by one little word, to relieve the

perplexity and embarrassment of many a

one whose mental calibre was far superior

to his own
; yet such appears, beyond a

doubt, to have been the case.

From all quarters men appealed to the

holy priest, for his aid and encouragement,

in favour of rising foundations, new esta

blishments, infant communities, literary

works, destined sometimes to a great future

celebrity. With a word he decided a voca

tion, built a monastery, or caused a school,
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a Providence, an asylum, or an hospital, to

spring from the ground.

His marvellous penetration and sagacity

could perceive, at the first glance, the diffi

culties to be encountered in the execution

of an enterprise, the reasons for and against

the undertaking of it. Projects which of

fered no real utility, or which appeared to

proceed from an indiscreet zeal, he rejected

&quot;with resolute determination ; whilst his

warmest sympathy and cordial co-operation

were always at the service of those institu

tions, of which he believed the object to be

truly good and Christian ; and thus, in some

way or other, the name of the Cure d Ars

is said to be associated with nearly all the

great works in France which had their rise

cotemporaneously with his ministry.

It was, however, not very easy to induce

M. Vianney to leave those fields of holy

contemplation in which his soul delighted
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to dwell, in order to mingle with the affairs

of men
;
and it was often only by patient

waiting and well-timed questions, that his

friends succeeded in eliciting from him his

opinion with respect to the great political

events of his day.

Some time after the Congress of Paris, a

representative of the religious press desired

to know the opinion of M. Vianney with

respect to a diplomatic event which had dis

concerted his patriotism, and of which many
wise and thinking men dreaded the probable

result. He addressed himself to M. Mon-

nin, and soon afterwards an opportunity of

approaching the subject in question occurred.

It was during a walk which M. Vianney was

accustomed to take once a year, on the day

preceding the second Ftte-Dieu, in order to

inspect the preparations for the temporary

altars, that the following conversation, which

has been literally transcribed by M. Mon-

nin, took place :
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&quot; M. the Cure, an event is now transpir

ing in Paris which troubles the consciences

of Catholics, and afflicts the friends of the

Government. A meeting of the plenipo

tentiaries of Europe has taken place, and

words have been uttered which threaten a

change in the imperial policy with relation

to the Holy See. What is your opinion of

this?&quot;

&quot; My friend, if we were righteous, those

who rule us would be righteous also ;
but

God sometimes makes use of kings to

chastise nations.&quot;

&quot;

Is it your opinion that the Emperor will

withdraw his troops from Rome T

&quot;

No, my friend ; it is that which con

stitutes his strength. His soldiers defend

him better in Rome than in Paris.&quot;

&quot; It has been suggested that you could

perhaps warn le Pouvoir ?&quot;

M. Vianney made a gesture which seemed

to say, Who am I, to give such warnings I
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Then, he added,
&quot; A drop of ink would do

that.&quot;

M. Monnin regrets that that drop of ink

was not expended. He thinks it might have

spared the rivers of blood which were after

wards shed. And prevent those tears,

&quot;

terrible a ceux qui les font colder.&quot;

The war in Italy was a source of profound

grief to M. Vianney. To see two Catholic

nations engaged in mortal conflict, the

armies of the cross, dyeing with their blood

a Catholic soil, afflicted his very soul
; and

he dreaded lest the warfare, carried on

beyond the Alps, should reach the home of

him whom he regarded as the father of the

Christian family.

He knew that the cause defended by his

country was that of a Government which

had failed in its allegiance to the Church of

Rome. And he regretted that France had

not made the condition of her alliance,

the reconciliation of that Government with

VOL. II. M
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the &quot;Mother Church.&quot; As the struggle

was prolonged, his trouble and anxiety in

creased. He wept bitterly during the Te

Deum which was sung after the battles of

Magenta and Solferino
;
and when asked by

his friends, a few days before the peace of

Villafranca, how long this war would last,

his answer was,
&quot; As long as our sins.&quot;

When, a short time after the much-de

sired peace between the Emperors had been

concluded, Vianney and his friends were

mutually congratulating each other, and in

dulging in the bright hopes inspired by this

union between two great Catholic Powers,

he suddenly interrupted the cheerful con-

yersation, by a deep sigh, and exclaimed,,

&quot; Ah ! mon ami, ce riestpasfini&quot;



THE CURE D ARS. 163

CHAPTER XI.

FURTHER DETAILS OF M. VIANNEY IN HIS CAPACITY OF

CONFESSOR.

WE have already remarked that, out of the

eighteen or twenty hours which constituted

M. Vianney s working day, sixteen were

passed at the confessional, and this, not for

a week or a month, but for more than thirty

years for a lifetime !

It is very difficult to comprehend how he

supported these long seances, with all the

other labours of his mortified life, without

being utterly prostrated by fatigue. It ap

pears, however, that his faculties retained

all their vigour and freshness to the very

end of his long and arduous career.

M. Vianney generally left his church at

M2
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seven o clock in the evening, in winter, and

at nine in summer; and at midnight, or

sometimes at one o clock in the morning,

he again returned to recommence his un

wearied task.

So dense was the crowd which at all

times thronged the precincts of his chapel,

that individuals have been known to pass

several nights at a time under the porch,

without being able to advance one step to

wards that sacred spot where they expected

to leave all their sorrows, and to be ab

solved from all their sins.

When, at six or seven o clock in the

morning, theCure d Ars left the confessional,

in order to approach the altar, the congre

gation was so closely packed, that the

services of a kind of temporary police were

absolutely necessary to make a passage for

him, and to secure his personal safety. At

ten o clock he shut himself up in the

sacristy, where he passed a short time in
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private devotion ; after which, he confessed

the invalids arid those whose stay at Ars

was unavoidably limited. At eleven o clock

he had his catechism
;
when it was over,

and he descended the little pulpit, from

whence he had addressed his hearers, he

was more closely besieged than ever by the

devoted people ; and it was not without

difficulty that the two men, whose attend

ance was almost constantly necessary, in

order to keep some check upon the crowded

audience, it was not without difficulty that

they were able to pierce a way for him

through that human rampart, and conduct

him in safety to one of the little chapels at

the further end of the church, where he

confessed some of the pilgrims. When,

after his hasty repast, and his daily visit to

the missionaries, which also occupied but a

few moments, the Cure returned to the

church, he again passed through two lines

of living fortifications, which had been re-
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formed during his short absence, and which

became more and more compact in propor

tion as he advanced. As soon as he was

safely installed in his chapel, which was

often a work of considerable difficulty, he

recited his vespers on his knees ; after

which, he again confessed the pilgrims until

five o clock.

It might be supposed that the continual

and absorbing labours of the Cure d Ars

must have rendered it impossible for him to

give his undivided attention to each indi

vidual
; but it was not so. There was not

one penitent who might not have believed

himself the special object of his solicitude.

In the midst of that dense multitude which

appeared to be constantly on the point of

breaking through all restraint, and mani

festing some violent display of feeling, he

listened to the individual kneeling before

him as if there were nothing else to engage
his attention. He possessed, it seems, that
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rare faculty of being able to concentrate

every thought and feeling upon the labour

of the present moment. The past he aban

doned to the mercy, the future to the pro

vidence, of God. It is true that in order

to be able to see all he devoted but a few

moments at a time to each of the penitents ;

but those few moments produced the most

extraordinary effects. Many of the pilgrims

affirmed that the first moment their eyes

met those of the holy priest they felt, as it

were, carried off their feet, and lifted to so

great a height above all the miseries of this

world, as to become entirely indifferent to

them. Others, that they felt themselves

transported into limitless space, and borne

up without effort to those blessed regions

from whence God looks down upon the

affairs of men, embracing, at the same mo

ment, universal space and infinite time, and

beholding the ultimate triumph of His

justice and mercy.
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M. Vianney is said to have possessed the

most extraordinary power of penetrating

the thoughts and of reading the hearts of

others. M. Monnin states many instances

where he discovered to the penitents his

knowledge of circumstances which they had

wished to conceal from him, and which, it

appeared, could not have been divulged by

any natural means, whilst he reproached

them for making only half a confession.

A highwayman, the terror of travellers,

who had long haunted the roads and high

ways for the purposes of robbery and plun

der, and who was known to have perpetrated

many frightful crimes and excesses, sud

denly became the victim of a severe and

painful illness. In his extremity, he was

told that those invalids who went to Ars

immediately obtained their cure; and he

determined, as he said, to try his chance

also. Accordingly, he presented himself to

the Cure. Vianney, at first, refused to re-
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ceive him ; and the indignant suppliant was

preparing to take his departure, when the

idea occurred to him to make yet another

effort, and he returned to the church.

M. Vianney saw him, and caused him to

be summoned to his presence. He entered

the sacristy, saying to himself,
&quot; M. the Cure

will have me confess, but I can do that

according to my own idea.&quot; When he had

made his pretended confession, M. Vianney,

who had hitherto kept silence, said,
&quot;

Is

that all?&quot; &quot;Yes, replied the penitent.

&quot;

But/ responded the sagacious priest,

&quot;

you have not told me that on such a day,

in such a place, you committed such a

crime.&quot; He then related to his astonished

hearer the whole history of his life, and

with more exactness of detail than he

himself could have recorded it.

It is affirmed that this extraordinary re

velation so deeply affected the guilty man,

that he at once became a true penitent;
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and that not only he left Ars cured of his

bodily disease, but the subject also of a true

and lasting conversion of heart.

A lady, who for twenty years was under

the direction of M. Vianney, states that she

never sustained any trial or affliction with

out receiving from him a previous warning

of its approach. Sometimes she did not

understand the prophetic meaning of his

words till the blow had struck. On other

occasions he was more clear.
&quot; My daugh

ter,&quot; said he one day,
&quot;

call up all your

strength, you are about to pass through

great trials.&quot; In six months the unhappy
mother had lost her two sons

An old man, who had long neglected

every religious observance, came to Ars.

He was a stranger in the parish, and no one

knew how long it was since he had confessed.

The Cure entreated him with tears to per

form this duty. He resisted. M. Vianney,

laying his hand on the heart of the stranger,
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said kindly, there is some obstacle there.

How long is it since you have confessed ]

&quot;Forty years.&quot; &quot;My friend,&quot; replied the Cure,
&quot;

it is more than that, it is forty-four years.&quot;

Numerous such statements as these could

be adduced, did we not fear to weary our

readers by too much repetition, as also many

examples of sinners to whom M. Vianney,
after their confession, made the following

reproaches:
&quot; You have not told every

thing ; you have not spoken of that fault. . .

You have not declared that up to this time

you have deceived your confessors
; that you

were at such a place, with such a person, at

such a time that you committed such a

fault, yielded to such a
temptation.&quot; To

others he simply said,
&quot; That is not all

; you
have still something to say, or you have yet

one fault to confess.&quot;

Not a day passed in which M. Vianney,

discovering in the crowd some sinner more

guilty, more blind, or more hardened than
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the rest, did not sign to him to approach,,

or taking him kindly by the hand, gently

lead him to the confessional. M. Monnin

states that the principal conversions effected

at Ars were the fruit of these direct and

affectionate appeals.
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CHAPTER XII.

*- M. VIANNEY S STYLE AND MANNER OF CONVEYING

INSTRUCTION.

&quot; WHAT master had you in theology 1
&quot;

said

one to M. Vianney, in a slightly ironical tone.

&quot; The same with Saint Peter,&quot; replied he,

simply.

It has already been made sufficiently

evident to the reader that the marvellous

influence exercised by M. Vianney over his

immense congregations, was not the result

of science, or scholastic attainments, or in

tellectual superiority. The charm of his

eloquence did not consist in the chiseled

language of classical lore ; he knew noth

ing of the arrangement of periods, the har-
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rnony of words and syllables. He spoke in

his native idiom, that is to say, in the un

studied and imperfect French common to

the people of the country. Nevertheless,

his presence alone seemed to act like a spell

upon his audience. When he appeared in

the pulpit, every breath was hushed and

every eye fixed upon that frail and emaci

ated figure, that face attenuated almost to

transparency, those eloquent and piercing

eyes, which are said to have possessed the

power of penetrating the very soul of all

who confronted them. When he com

menced his discourse, and, in his peculiar

manner, with sudden spontaneity uttered

his sublime and original thoughts, the

rapt and excited people believed them

selves in the presence of one of the ancient

prophets, uttering his message in the lan

guage of inspiration.

It would, indeed, be impossible to de

scribe, except by its results, the impression
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produced by the preaching of this extra

ordinary man. Men of the world, who

entered his church to satisfy their idle

curiosity, left it in tears of sorrow and

contrition.

Others, who had been accustomed to

scoff at religion, and who believed that the

unique ministry of the Cure d Ars would

furnish food for their impious mirth, were

seen to retire, at the close of his address,

overwhelmed with confusion, and deeply

convinced of their own sin and misery.

An eminent physician, at the time an

unbeliever, relates that when he first heard

the Cure d Ars, he had no idea of the spec

tacle which awaited him ;
and that when M.

Vianney commenced his catechism, he was

seized with an uncontrolable desire to laugh ;

not wishing, however, to scandalise the

devout congregation that surrounded him,

he hid his face in his hands. At the end of

five minutes, he continues to state, all incli-
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nation to laugh had abandoned him, and

tears, earnest tears, were rapidly coursing

each other down his cheeks. What he heard

was so different from what he had imagined,

that he thought himself in a dream.

The only preparatory labour to which

M. Vianney applied himself previous to his

public exhortations was to that of prayer

and meditation. From the confessional he

passed directly, and without delay, to the

pulpit. And yet it is said nothing could

surpass the ease, readiness, and assurance

with which he appeared in his capacity of

preacher. This, perhaps, arose in a great

measure from his entire forgetfulness of him

self, and from his consequent indifference as

to what others might say or think of him.

Whoever composed his audience, though

bishops and princes of the church, and other

illustrious persons, were mingled with the

crowds that thronged his pulpit, he never be

trayed the least emotion or embarrassment.
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And we believe that if his whole congrega

tion had been formed of popes, and kings,

and cardinals, it would have been just the

same
;
he would have said neither more nor

less.

Though of so timid and modest a nature,

when he passed through the closely packed

population assembled in his church at the

hour of his catechism, he was no longer the

same man. He had the air of a conqueror ;

with his head erect, his countenance radiant,

his eye absolutely dazzling in its lustre.

&quot; You have never felt afraid of your con

gregation V asked a friend one day.
&quot;

No,&quot;

replied Vianney,
&quot; on the contrary ;

the

larger my audience so much the happier

am I.&quot;

It is a singular fact, that though M. Vian

ney was always forward to proclaim his own

ignorance, and could lay himself open with

the utmost indifference to the criticisms of

the learned, by his unscholarly style, and by

VOL. II. N
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the frequent violence which he did to the

rules of grammar and syntax, it is a sin

gular fact that he was yet peculiarly alive

to the attraction of superior intelligence

and cultivated faculties in others. The

highest praise that he could bestow upon any

one was to say, qu il avait de I esprit. And

when the good qualities of a priest or a

layman were enumerated in his presence^

he hardly ever failed to complete the pane

gyric, by these words: &quot; Ce que faime lien

surtout, c est qiiil est savant.&quot; The gifts of

rhetorical skill^he especially admired and

appreciated ;
and he often blessed God for

having bestowed these beautiful talents

upon other men, though he seemed to dis

dain them for himself.

But, whatever may have been the critical

inaccuracies or grammatical defects of

Yianney s peculiar mode of expressing

himself, it must, nevertheless, have pos

sessed some~great and extraordinary attrac-
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tion ; or how else can we account for the

amazing effect which his words produced,

the irresistible authority with which he

seemed to carry everything before him, and

which it appears none were able to with

stand. On this subject, M. Monnin writes:

&quot; The language of the Cure d Ars was

sudden and impulsive. He discharged his

thoughts like an arrow from the bow, and

with them his whole soul. In these effu

sions, where the pathetic, the profound, and

the sublime were found side by side with

the simple and the homely : the most

striking and beautiful thoughts were ex

pressed ; and if the phraseology of M.

Vianney was accompanied by the gramma
tical carelessness, it possessed also all the

spontaneity and all the charm of originality.

We have often tried to write down at the

moment what we heard, but it has been

impossible to seize and give form to the

sentiments which have most deeply affected

N2
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us. The wind does not record what it

murmurs in the dome of the forest : the sea

does not transcribe what she whispers on

her shores: and, in the same manner,

what is most divine in the heart of man,

cannot be inscribed with pen and ink.&quot;

M. Monnin has, however, contrived to

seize and put on paper some of these fugi

tive thoughts, and from the examples

which he adduces we transcribe the fol

lowing :

&quot; The earth is a bridge, upon which we

pass over the water ; its sole use is to sup

port our feet We are in the world,

but we are not of the world, since we

say every day, Our Father, which art in

heaven. .... We must, then, await our

reward, till we are at home in the paternal

house ; that is why Christians are exposed

to crosses, contradictions, adversities, scorn,

calumnies. So much the better ! . . . .

But this surprises them : they think that if
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they love God a little, they ought to be

exempt from all trial, free from all suffering.

We say, there is one who is ungodly, and

behold, everything goes well with him ;

whilst with me, do what I will, everything

goes ill : this is because we so little com

prehend the value and the privilege of

affliction. Men say, sometimes, God chas

tises those whom he loves, but this is not

true. Trials are not chastisements for

those whom God loves, they are mercies.

.... We should not think of the toil, but

of the recompense. A merchant does not

reflect so much upon the pain and labour

which his business costs him, as upon the

profits which he expects to draw from it.

What are twenty years, thirty years, com

pared with eternity I And what have we

to suffer I A few humiliations and a few

offences biting words. Cela ne tue pas.

&quot; We are much and we are nothing :

there is nothing greater than man, and no-
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thing smaller: there is nothing greater,

when we consider his soul, and nothing

smaller, when we consider his body

Man occupies himself about his body, as if

he had only that to care for ; when, in fact,

he has only that to despise
&quot; Without the death of Jesus Christ, the

united efforts of every man that has ever

existed would be unable to expiate one sin,

even the smallest untruth.

&quot; In this world, men throw a veil over

heaven and hell. Over heaven, because, if

\ve knew its beauty, we should abandon the

world, and seek, at all costs, to gain it.

Over hell, because, if we knew the anguish

which is there endured, we should endea

vour, at all costs, to escape it.

&quot; In heaven, God will place us as an

architect places the stones in a building:

everyone will have the place for which he

is fitted.

&quot; There are those who have lost all faith,
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and who will only believe in hell when they

find themselves there.

&quot;It is not God who dooms us to eternal

torment, it is we who doom ourselves. The

lost do not accuse God, they accuse them

selves. They say, I have lost God, my soul,

and heaven, through my own fault

No one has ever perished because their

guilt was too great to be pardoned; but

many have perished in consequence of one

unrepented sin.

&quot; If a lost soul could say
c My Father, I

love you ! there would be no more hell for

&quot;that soul; but alas! that poor soul has

lost the power of loving which it received

from God, but which it has not exerted.

There is no more happiness for that soul,

no more peace, because there is no more

love.

&quot; If the poor lost souls had only the time

which we throw away, what a good use

they would make of it. If they had but
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half-an-hour, that half-hour would depo

pulate hell.

&quot;

If we rightly understood our privileges,

we might almost esteem ourselves happier

than the saints in heaven
; they live upon

their revenues, but we may each moment

increase our treasure.

&quot; Our sins are as a grain of sand, by the

side of the mountain of God s mercies.

&quot; Good Christians are like birds with

large wings and small claws, and which

never touch the ground, lest they should be

taken, and not able to mount up again.

They make their nests upon the summits of

rocks, the roofs of houses, and other ele

vated places ;
and so the Christian should

always keep upon the heights. As soon as

we allow our thoughts to gravitate towards

the earth, we too are seized and taken.

&quot; A pure soul is like a beautiful pearl ;

whilst it is hid in its shell in the depths* of

the sea no one thinks of admiring it, but if
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you submit it to the rays of the sun, all

eyes are attracted by its brilliancy. It is

thus that a pure soul, which is now hidden

from the eyes of the world, will one day

shine forth before the angels in the light of

eternity.&quot;
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CHAPTER XIII.

EFFECT PRODUCED BY M. VIANNEY s PREACHING.

GREAT as was the effect produced by the

teaching of the Cure d Ars at all times, it is

said that those who had-only heard him in

his catechisms could but half appreciate

him
; that it was in his homilies or sermons

that his soul took its highest flight, and

the rapture and enthusiasm of his hearers

reached its climax.

On these occasions it was more difficult

than ever, even in anticipating the hour,

and waiting long for the opening of the

church-door, to secure a place in the pressed

and impenetrable ranks of that vast mul

titude, where every class and condition were



THE CURE D ARS. 187

mingled together, and which, like the pil

grimage, offered the strangest variety of

social and national distinctions.

In spite, however, of the heterogeneous

elements which composed his great audi

ences, the Cure d Ars knew how to unite

them all in one bond of common sym

pathy in one action of rapt and earnest

attention.

What added not a little to the eloquence

of the speech of M. Vianney, was the elo

quence of his physiognomy. The large

forehead, the venerable head, surrounded by

a halo of silver hair, the extraordinary

spirituality of his expression, above all, the

singular light of his penetrating eye, com

bined to form a species of fascination under

the spell of which the proudest spirits un

resistingly bent, and scepticism declared

itself vanquished.

To give the reader some idea of the man

ner of his Sunday preaching, and of the
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effect which it produced, we adduce the

following extracts from the account of the

author of &quot; Souvenirs de Deux Pelerinages

a Ars.&quot;
&quot; The day we heard M. Vianney, he

chose for his text these words : Seek ye

Jirst the Kingdom of God and His righteous

ness
,
and all these things shall be added unto

you. What simplicity and elevation of

soul ! What seraphic enthusiasm in his

words and action ! The tone of his voice

at once excited sympathy and tenderness.

It was not the voice of a man, or of a wo

man, nor yet of a child though it most re

sembled the two latter ; coming more from

the head than the throat. It became in

proportion, as M. Vianney grew more ani

mated, so high and shrill, that an inward

trembling crept through me as I listened.

His discourse, certainly, was not distin

guished by order, or method, or form, but it

was distinguished by an evident faith, a

penetrating accent, by words of truth, and
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transports of love. In listening to him, it

was difficult not to recognise the soul of a

saint, unfettered by any other rule or mea

sure, than by that of a supernatural inspi

ration.

&quot; The audience appeared to be under the

influence of the most profound emotion.

Sometimes his hearers seemed to be raised

altogether above this world, and to be al

ready transported into the regions of ever

lasting light, His speech was full of holy

inspiration. A hundred times he uttered

the same things, and a hundred times he

gave them a different form. No one could

repeat what he heard
; but everyone s heart

was penetrated. ... A text from the Gos

pel was for him a fire, which he ignited ; a

luminary, of which he assembled the rays ;

an incense, of which he endeavoured to

multiply the perfumes ; no bitter reproaches

or sharp rebukes ever came from his lips.

The sword of the word he seldom handled.
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If he painted the terrible realities of ano

ther life, it was with a cry of love that he

finished. He preferred to point out the

infinite mercy of God, and His incompre

hensible love. Sometimes moments oc

curred when no one dared to look at him ;

when even pious curiosity felt abashed, and

every eye was bent before him, dominated

as it were by a mingled sentiment of humi

lity and veneration.&quot;

The great impression produced by M.

Vianney s preaching arose, doubtless, in no

small measure from the lively feeling, and

the deep emotion which he himself evinced,

and which, by the mysterious law of moral

contagion, was conveyed to the hearts of his

hearers.

On one occasion, when he had taken for

his subject the transfiguration of Christ, the

idea of the rapture of the disciples on Mount

Thabor, brought so forcibly to his mind the

future blessedness of the soul called to the
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contemplation of the glorified humanity of

Our Lord in Heaven, that, in a transport of

delight, he cried out,
&quot; We shall see Him -

we shall see Him ! Oh, brethren, have you
ever thought of that! We shall see God ;

we shall see Him as He is ? ... face to

face:&quot; and for a quarter of an hour, he did

not cease to weep, repeating over and over

the same words,
&quot; We shall see Him we

shall see Him!&quot;

Another time, when the Last Judgment
formed the theme of his discourse, at the

words of the terrible sentence, he burst into

tears and groans, and could only repeat,
&quot; Cursed of God ! Brethren, do you under

stand. Cursed by a God, who would only
bless. Cursed by a God, who only desires

to love and pardon. Cursed without re

mission. Cursed for ever. Ah, what a

terrible doom!&quot; The congregation were

transfixed.

In 1830, having learned that in some
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parts of France the crosses had been pulled

down:
&quot;They may do what they will,&quot; he

cried, in the midst of his exhortation, and

with a movement of indignation, which

made a lively impression upon his audience,
&quot;

They may do what they will, the cross is

stronger than they ; they cannot overthrow

it .... When Our Lord appears upon the

clouds of Heaven, they will not be able to

wrest it from His hand.&quot;

Three years afterwards, when the cholera

had visited Marseilles, Paris, and menaced

Lyons, the Cure d Ars commenced his ser

mon with these words:
&quot;My brethren,

Dieu est en train de balager le monde&quot; It is

stated that these simple words, and the tone

in which they were pronounced, so power

fully affected an artist, who was present,

that, from that moment, he was an altered

and a better man.

The following extracts are transcribed

from the fragment now before us of a
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sermon preached by M. Vianney on the

last Sunday in the year :

&quot; The world passes away and we pass

away with it. Kings, emperors, all dis

appear, all are engulphed in that eternity

from whence no man returns. One thing

only is of moment, that is, to save the soul.

. . . God has placed us for a little time in

this world, in order to exercise our faith

and love, but no one remains here. If

we were wise, we should never cease to

lift our eyes towards Heaven, our true

country; but, on the contrary, we allow

ourselves to be carried hither and thither

by the world, by riches, by temporal enjoy

ments, and we little heed the only thing

which should occupy our thoughts.
&quot; Look at the saints, how detached they

were from this world and from all material

considerations, with what contempt and in

difference they regarded all earthly things !

A holy monk, having lost his parents, sud-

VOL. IT. o
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denly found himself the possessor of great

wealth. How long/ he asked of the friends

who brought him this news, how long is

it since my parents died I Three weeks,

they replied. Tell me if a person who is

dead can inherit I Assuredly not/ Ah,

well then, I, who have been dead twenty

years, cannot possibly inherit from those

who have been dead only three weeks. Ah,

the saints understood the nothingness, the

vanity of this world, and the happiness of

forsaking all for the bright hope of eternal

blessedness.

&quot; Go from world to world, from kingdom

to kingdom, from riches to riches, from

pleasure to pleasure, you will never find

your happiness. The entire universe could

no more 1

satisfy an immortal soul than a

grain of wheat could satisfy the craving

appetite of a starving man.

&quot; When the Apostles had seen their Lord

go up to Heaven, they found the world so
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melancholy, so vile and contemptible with

out him, that they gladly welcomed the

suffering death which would take them

quickly out of it and once more unite them

to their dear Master

&quot; Our Lord recompensed the saints by

sensibly revealing himself to them. Thus,

Saint-Stephen, whilst they stoned him, saw

Heaven open over his head. Saint-Paul was

rapt in ecstasy, and saw what it was not pos

sible for human tongue to describe
;
Saint-

Teresa saw Heaven, and declared that ever

after the world and everything in it ap

peared to her but as dust and dross. . . .

&quot;My children, let us console ourselves with

these thoughts. In Heaven we shall be

with God, who is our Father
;
with Jesus

Christ, who is our brother. . . . With the

saints and angels, who are our friends. . .

&quot; A king, in his last moments, said with

regret, I must then resign my kingdom,

and go to a country where I know no one/

o 2
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This was because he had never dwelt upon

the happiness of Heaven, or sought a fitness

for its enjoyment. . . . Brethren, let us not

fail now to make for ourselves friends, who

we shall meet after death, in that blessed

abode ! And then we shall have no cause

like this unhappy being, to fear that we

shall know no one there.&quot;
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BOOK V.

PRIVATE LIFE OP M. VIANNEY.

CHAPTER I.

PORTRAIT OF M. VIANNEY.

WE have endeavoured to giVe the reader

some idea of the extraordinary impression

produced upon the pilgrims by the first ap

pearance of M. Vianney ; although, in many

respects, his outward person was little calcu

lated to attract the attention of the vulgar.

The Cure d Ars was small in stature ; his

form was slender
; his complexion, while it

indicated a certain vigour of constitution,

conveyed at the same time the idea of a

highly nervous nature.



198 THE CURE D ARS.

Age, and his long and laborious career,

had in no degree diminished his extra

ordinary activity of mind and body. It was

still the same elastic step ;
the same quick

and rapid movement
;
and still he retained

in their full vigour all those faculties which

had been so hardly and severely taxed

during the whole of his ministerial life.

His hearing, his sight, and his memory,

were as fresh and as acute as in the days of

his youth ;
and although his frame was so

attenuated that he hard]y seemed to possess

a material body, still his health was un

impaired, and his power of endurance so

great, that in the minds of the admiring

people it could only be accounted for by

adding as we have seen yet another to

the many miracles of Ars.

His long and angular face, which bore

sad evidence to the unceasing fasts and

mortifications to which he condemned him

self, was slightly inclined upon his breast,
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from the constant habit of prayer and

adoration. His white hair fell in abundant

locks around his venerable countenance,

which, according to the statements before

us, was expressive of an almost superhuman

saintliness and piety.

It would, indeed, be difficult, except for

those who fell under the spell of its influ

ence, to give the reader an idea of the senti

ments of reverence and admiration inspired

by the mere aspect of this extraordinary

man ; and we therefore conclude this sub

ject by transcribing a few passages from

the portrait drawn by his friend and close

observer, the Abbe Monnin.

&quot;

Upon this worn and emaciated face

nothing earthly or human could be dis

covered; nothing could be there descried

but the impress of divine grace which was

stamped upon it. It was like the fragile

and transparent covering of a spirit that no
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longer belonged to this world The

expression of the eye that mirror of the

soul was in M. Vianney like a blaze of

supernatural fire, which varied in light and

intensity according to the subjects which

he treated: dilating and sparkling with

animation when he spoke of the love of

God ; veiled and shaded by tears when sin

was the theme of his discourse. Alter

nately serene and profound, terrible and

caressing, vivacious and grave, the Cure

d Ars possessed that mysterious and attrac

tive power which the Saviour gives to those

whose eyes are constantly turned towards

him. And yet, remarkable fact ! that look,

which had power to penetrate every heart,

and to scrutinise every conscience, never

inspired other feelings than those of reve

rence and affection.

&quot;

It was easy to divine, from the sweet

serenity of M. Vianney s countenance, the
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inward peace which he enjoyed; and yet

its natural and most familiar expression

when in repose was that peculiar melan

choly which results from the habitual con

templation of invisible things. The un

ceasing contact with so much sin, the per

petual aspect of so much suffering, aug

mented this tendency, and plunged him at

times into the deepest dejection. Still the

sad thoughts which often harassed his mind,

and which were so vividly reflected upon

his speaking face, at once gave way before

the call of duty ;
and when he came forth

to address the people, or to resume his

ministerial work, he presented himself,

gracieusement orne de I Esprit Saint to

use the words of an ancient Father of the

Church with a ready counsel and a glad

smile for every one who addressed him.&quot;

An extraordinary likeness has been gene

rally remarked to have existed between
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M. Vianney and Voltaire. This likeness,

however, is entirely confined to the form of

the head and features. The physiognomy

of these two remarkable individuals is said

to have offered a contrast no less striking

than their external resemblance.
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CHAPTER II.

AMIABLE QUALITIES OF M. VIAXXEY. HIS CHEERFUL

NESS AND VIVACITY.

&quot; THE Cure d Ars is good and saintly/ re

marked one in the presence of a learned

professor of philosophy,
&quot; but that is all.&quot;

&quot;That is not all,&quot; replied the scholar;

&quot; he has knowledge, great knowledge. He

manifests it in his conversations, upon every

class of subject upon God, upon the world,

upon men, and upon things upon the

present and upon the past. Oh, how clear

and beautiful is the vision of those who see

everything in and through the Spirit of

God ! To what heights of wisdom and

reason faith raises us !&quot;

Although his life was so absorbed by the
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duties of his ministry, the Cure d Ars yet

never listened with indifference to any of

the political questions of the day, in which,

whether directly or indirectly, the interests

of religious and social order were concerned.

We have already remarked upon the clear

ness of his judgments, and the extraordinary

sagacity which he manifested in his de

cisions upon subjects of the most varied, and

often complicated, character. A man dis

tinguished for his talents and powers of

discernment, after an interview with M.

Vianney, writes: &quot;We have been as

tonished at the progressive mind of your

saint. How wonderful is the power of

holiness. To what sublime heights can it

raise the ideas of the lowliest and most

humble of men !&quot;

It may be thought that this man, so

austere towards himself, whose whole life

was an almost uninterrupted series of

penances and mortifications : it may be
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thought that not only would such a man

take no part himself in any lively or spor

tive conversation, but that none such could

be carried on in his presence : this, however,

was very far from being the case. The

Cure d Ars possessed much natural vivacity

of mind, and we imagine, also, a keen sense

of the witty and humorous. When, in his

short intervals of repose, he was in the

society of those priests or lay friends whom

he knew and loved, he could not only be

gay and animated, but even mirthful ; and

though it has been said of him, that he was

never known to laugh, still, his lively

sallies and clever repartees, with his sweet

and ready smile, often encouraged the

merriment of others
;
and he never failed to

bring into the little circle, of which he

formed the centre, a sense of social enjoy

ment, loving sympathy, and intellectual life,

which enabled his devoted brother labourers

to forget all their toils, and, with renewed
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cheerfulness and patient energy, to recom

mence their daily task.

M. Vianney was endowed with an acute

sensibility. Events which would but slightly

affect others, often told upon his sensitive

heart with poignant and cruel severity. The

death of his good and true friend Madlle.

Ars which occurred about this time was

a source of profound grief to him, and he

never ceased to bear her in his memory

with sentiments of the most tender vene

ration and regret.

When he made his first visit to the new

inhabitants of the castle, he could not con

trol an outburst of sorrow. &quot; Poor demoi

selle,&quot; cried he,
&quot;

oh, how grievous to see

her no longer in the church Dans

son pauvre lane /&quot; . . . . Then fearing that

he had failed in delicacy towards the inhe

ritors of his benefactress, he at once re

proached himself for his tears and his

sensibility, and added :

&quot; And yet we ought
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not to complain ; God has treated us as he

did his chosen people. When he took

Moses away from them, he left them Caleb

and Joshua.&quot;

A short time afterwards, when replying

to their good wishes for the new year, he

said to the same family, who were soon to

take their place in his heart by the side of

Madlle. Ars :

&quot; Would that I were Saint-

Peter, then would I give you the keys of

Paradise.&quot;

Upon whatever subject M. Vianney was

called upon to give his opinion or advice,

or however unexpected the appeal might

be, he was never unprepared ;
but without

pause or delay, and in the simple language

from which he never departed, at once

came the prompt reply.

A man who pretended to great intellec

tual attainments declared to him one day,

that there were things in religion in which

he found it impossible to believe.
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&quot; What things 1&quot; said the Cure.

&quot;

Well, for example, eternal punishment.&quot;

&quot; My friend, I advise you never to speak

upon the subject of religion until you have

learned your catechism.&quot;

&quot; And what does the catechism say V
9

tf That it is necessary to believe the Gos

pel, because it is the word of the Lord.

Do you believe the Gospel V
9

&quot;

Yes, Monsieur le Cure.&quot;

&quot;

Ah, well, the Gospel says,
c

Depart into

everlasting fire. Are not these words

sufficiently plain V
9

On another occasion, a protestant gentle

man requested an interview with the Cure

d Ars. At the close of their short commu

nication, M. Vianney, still ignorant of the

religious sentiments of his visitor, offered

him a medal.

&quot; M. the
Cure&quot;,&quot;

said the stranger, as he

took it from his hand,
&quot;

you are giving a

medal to a heretic, that is to say, to a
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heretic from your point of view ; but,

notwithstanding the diversity of our creeds,

I trust that we shall meet in heaven.&quot;

M. Vianney took his hand, and in a

tone of tender compassion, replied,
&quot; Alas !

my friend, those only can be united above

whose union has commenced here below.

Death will change nothing : where the tree

falls there it will lie.&quot;

&quot; M. the Cure, I commit myself to Jesus

Christ, who has said He that believeth on

me, hath everlasting life.
&quot;

&quot;

But, my friend, Our Lord has also said

*

If he neglect to hear the Church, let him be

to thee as a heathen man.
1

. . . He has said,

there shall be one flock and one shepherd,

and he has appointed Saint-Peter to be the

head of that flock.&quot; .... Vianney then

disappeared, without waiting to hear what

his adversary might have to say in reply.

Sometimes, a little innocent malice mani

fested itself in the piquant and ingenuous

VOL. II. P
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replies which M. Vianney addressed to

those who sought his counsel.

&quot; Monsieur le Cure,&quot; said a man, whose

laughing countenance and robust frame

offered a singular contrast with the pale

face and attenuated form of him he ad

dressed: &quot;M. the Cure, I count a little

upon you for my reception above ; I hope

you will not forget your old friends, but

that you will allow them half the benefit of

your fasts and your sacrifices. When you go

up to Heaven, I shall try to catch hold of

your cassock.&quot;

&quot;

Oh, beware of that, my friend,&quot; cried

the Cure, glancing, at the same time, mali

ciously at the broad shoulders before him,
&quot; beware of that; the entrance to heaven

is narrow, we should both be left at the

door.&quot;

&quot; One of his parishioners, an excellent

person, but more zealous than discreet, was

one day indulging her propensity for giving
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advice, at his expense, Monsieur the Cure/

said she, you were wrong in doing so ;

you should have acted in such
a
a manner/

Enough, said Vianney, gently, we are not

yet in England, alluding to the female

rule permitted by the English constitution.&quot;

On his return from a drive, the Brother

Athanase Director of the School at Ars

informed M. Vianney that his horse had

stumbled, and he had been thrown from

his carriage into a ditch. The Cure offered

his condolences, and then said,
&quot; My friend,

Saint-Anthony never fell from his carriage ;

you must do like him.&quot;
&quot;

What, then,

did Saint-Anthony I
&quot; &quot; He always went

on foot.&quot;

Notwithstanding M. Vianney s decided

taste for solitude, so intense was the grati

fication which he experienced in the society

of his friends, so strong the yearning of his

heart for human sympathy, that it seemed

to be almost a necessity of his nature. &quot;My

p2
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God, what happiness shall we not enjoy in

Paradise, since even here the company of

the saints is so delightful, their conversation

so full of sweetness and consolation.&quot; This

exclamation frequently escaped him during

the evening hour, when the missionaries at

Ars were successively admitted to his pre

sence. These short intervals of social inter

course, with his visits to the sick, formed

the only recreation of the Cure d Ars. Since

his visit to Dardilly, when recovering from

a severe illness, he had never left his pres

bytery and church, nor had he ever swerved

for one day or one hour from that course of

life which has been laid before the reader,

and with which he is sufficiently acquainted.

Nothing could exceed the thoughtful

kindness and tender consideration which

M. Vianney manifested towards all his

brother-labourers and those favoured in

dividuals who were admitted to his inti

mate friendship. The missionaries, one
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and all, bear their affectionate testimony to

the many marks, which they received from

him, of his anxious care for their comfort

and well-being, whilst at the same time his

treatment of himself became more and more

hard and severe.

The Abbe Toccanier writes,
&quot; One of the

first Sundays that I had the happiness to

pass with him, the good saint remarked

that I coughed frequently during vespers.

That night, what was my surprise to see

the venerable Curd, his lantern in his hand,

having braved the darkness of the night

and the tempestuous weather to come to

me. My friend, said he, I observed that

you coughed a great deal during vespers.

T am not tired
;

I will take the early mass

for you, and also the catechizing of the

children/
&quot;

Eemarking on one occasion that, through

inadvertence, the Superior of the mission

aries had not provided himself with a cloak,
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although the weather was severe, he imme

diately had one made for him.

&quot;Another time,&quot; the Abbe Monnin writes,

&quot;M. Vianney saw me cross the square at

Ars, in a heavy rain
;
the same night I

found an umbrella in my room. He had

sent to Villefranche expressly to make this

purchase.&quot;

The kindness and courtesy manifested by

the Cure d Ars towards all who approached

him was accompanied by the most entire

absence of self-love
;

it seemed that he

never knew how sufficiently to express his

respect towards others or his humble esti

mate of himself. He never sat down in the

presence of anyone, nor would he ever per

mit that any other should stand in his.

&quot;

Asseyez-vous, asseyez-vous&quot; he continued

to repeat, accompanying these words
e
with

an expressive gesture till he was obeyed.

His usual form in saluting his visitors

was,
&quot; Je vous presente lien mon respect.

1
&quot;
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In return for the respect which he was

so ready to offer to all the world, he

would accept of nothing in return
;

the

very idea of being treated in a like manner

himself offended him, and if anyone at

tempted it he would suddenly interrupt

them by exclaiming,
&quot;

Oh, I do not de

serve your respect ; a little affection is all I

need.&quot;

Although M. Vianney lived in a day of

extraordinary industrial progress, and of

great intellectual, as well as political ex

citement, still the most startling novelties,

the most surprising discoveries, passed un

heeded by him ;
and it was difficult to elicit

his attention, or to arouse his curiosity, ex

cept in those cases where he believed the

interests of religion were in some manner

involved.

Although, each day, multitudes of stran

gers were conveyed to Ars by the railway,

M. Vianney died without ever having seen
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a railway, or of having formed to himself

any idea as to what a railway was like.

&quot; You speak of the railway, M. the Cure,&quot;

remarked a friend to him one day,
&quot; do you

know what it is V
&quot;

No; and I have no wish to know. JTen

parle parce que fen entends
parler&quot;
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CHAPTER III.

M. VIANNEY S LIVELY FAITH, HIS CHARITY, ANI&amp;gt;

LIBERALITY.

BUT if M. Vianney remained nearly a

stranger to the things which belong to the

material world, he lived in the habitual

contemplation of the unseen realities of re

ligion, with so vivid and lively a faith, as to

induce the popular belief at Ars, that in

some mysterious manner they were sensibly

revealed to him.

&quot; The faith of M. the Cure is so
strong,&quot;

said Catherine, in her memoirs,
&quot; that he

seems to see the things he speaks of.&quot;

&quot; How blessed are the
eyes,&quot;

said he,

&quot;that see God. We have but a far-off
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faith,&quot; he would add,
&quot; three hundred

leagues from its object, just as if God were

on the other side of the seas ; if we had a

lively penetrating faith like the saints, we

should see God as they did ; those who have

no faith are far blinder than those who have

no eyes.

&quot; In this world we are in the midst of

mist and fog ;
faith is the wind that dissi

pates the darkness around us, and brings

the sunshine to our hearts.&quot;

We have alluded to dark moments when

the terror of God s judgments seemed to

take possession of poor M. Yianney s mind,

and when the thought of death became

terrible to him. We find, however, that as

he advanced towards the close of his mortal

career, he not only ceased to tremble at the

thought of his departing hour, but that, on

the contrary, he anticipated it with longing.

He often spoke of writing a book on the

&quot;

delices de la mort; and his difficulty was
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now no longer to resign himself to death ;

it was rather to resign himself to his still

protracted life.

In his catechisms, the Cure d Ars often

made use of familiar but graceful com

parisons, in order to illustrate the aspiration

of the Christian heart towards Heaven. He

compared it to the swallow, which lightly

touches but never rests upon the ground ;

to the flame that always tends upwards ; to

the balloon, that only waits for its cords to

be cut in order to soar up on high.
&quot; The heart turns to what it loves best:

the proud man seeks honours; the miser

seeks riches ; the vindictive man thinks of

vengeance ;
the sensual man of earthly plea

sures : but the good Christian, of what does

he think 1 to which side does he turn 1 To

the side of Heaven to his God, who is his

chief treasure.

&quot; Saint-Augustine said, He who fears

death cannot love God. If you had been
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separated for long years from your earthly

father, would you not be happy to see him

again ? Man was created for Heaven
; the

devil has broken the ladder which led

thither. The Saviour, by His passion, has

formed for us another. He has opened the

door. The Holy Virgin is on the top of the

ladder
;
she holds out her hands and calls

to us. Oh, what an invitation ! How glo

rious is the destiny of man to see God

to love Him, to praise Him, and to worship

Him throughout eternity.
&quot;

Saint-Colette sometimes went out of her

cell, not able to restrain her joy at the

thought of Heaven
; she would walk about

the corridors, crying out, In Paradise ! in

Paradise !

&quot;A man who had been blind from his

birth, having been conducted to the tomb

of Saint-Martin, immediately recovered his

sight. He was so struck with the beauties

of nature, that he fainted with happiness.
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With respect to the things of Heaven, we

are like this blind man.&quot;

But if M. Vianney never lost sight of the

future blessedness of the saved, it was with

a no less vivid faith that he contemplated

the terrible doom of the lost.

He seemed to see, as it were, the souls

before him hovering between Heaven and

Hell, and it was with deep and bitter anguish

that he witnessed the thoughtlessness of

the wavering, and the impenitence of the

hardened. He was often heard to exclaim,

with tears, &quot;Oh, how sad to think that the

souls which have cost so much to Our Lord

should thus lose themselves.&quot;

A friend, one day, found him weeping

alone over the sad condition of lost souls,

and heard him exclaim, his eyes lifted up
towards Heaven,

&quot; My God ! is it possible

that Thou hast endured so much to save

souls, and yet that those souls should be

the prey of the devil I
&quot;
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&quot;The world will never know,&quot; said

Catharine Lassagne,
&quot;

to what penances,

what extraordinary mortifications, M. the

Cure condemns himself for poor sinners.

One day he said to us, I do not know

whether it was really a voice that I heard,

or whether it was a dream ; I was, however,

suddenly awakened by it. This voice ad

monished me that to wrest one soul from

sin is more agreeable to God than multi

tudes of sacrifices. I was then meditating

a further course of penance.&quot;

&quot; You have
prayed,&quot;

said M. Vianney to

a cure who complained to him that he could

not change the hearts of his parishioners
&quot;

you have prayed you have wept you

have groaned you have sighed but have

you fasted
1

? Have you denied yourself

rest I Have you performed penance ] Till

you have done all this, do not think that

you have done enough.&quot;

&quot; Monsieur the Cure,&quot; said one of his
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missionaries to him one day,
{C

if God pro

posed to you either to go up to Heaven at

once, or to remain upon earth in order to

labour for the conversion of sinners, what

would you do ]
&quot;

&quot; I think that I should remain.&quot;

11

Oh, Monsieur the Cure, is that possible?

The saints are so happy in Heaven no more

temptations, no more suffering !

&quot;

Vianney replied with a smile,
&quot; That is

true, my friend; the saints are rentiers;

they have worked well puisque Dieu punit

la paresse et ne recompense que le travail

but they can no longer glorify God, as we

may, by sacrifices for the salvation of

souls.&quot;

&quot;Would you, then, remain upon earth

until the end of the world I
&quot;

&quot; Just the same.&quot;

&quot; In that case you would have plenty of

time before you. Would you still rise so

early I
&quot;
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&quot;

Oh, yes, at midnight ;
I do not fear

hardship. I should be the happiest man

in the world, were it not for the thought

that I must appear before the judgment-

seat of God, with my pauvre vie de Cure.&quot;

i

Next to his concern for the salvation of

souls, the temporal wants of the poor ap

peared chiefly to occupy the mind of Vian-

ney. We have already remarked that his

charities were almost without limit; the love

of giving, indeed, amounted almost to a

passion with him. Catherine states that,

in order to satisfy the need of his generous

heart, to relieve distress wherever he wit

nessed it, he sold, one after another, nearly

all his poor possessions to persons who paid

him liberally for them. He sold his old

shoes, old surplices, old cassocks, etc., for

enormous prices. The singularity of his

proceedings, in this respect, sometimes pro

voked the smile of his brother-priests ; but,

on such occasions, he would suddenly cut



THE CURE D ARS. 225

short their raillery, by saying,
&quot; What does

it signify, if, after all, I obtain money for

my poor ? Except for the adroit interference

of the devoted Catherine, he would very

soon have sold all his wardrobe, the sheets

from his bed had already shared the fate

of his chairs and table.

One day, M. Vianney, on coming out of

his Providence, met a poor man, who had

walked far, and whose bare feet were cut

and bleeding. The Cure immediately took

off his own shoes and gave them to him.

Another day, when a beggar approached

him, finding nothing in his pocket but his

handkerchief, he immediately presented it

to him, excusing himself, at the same time,

that he was not able to do more.

After this, in order not to be unprepared

for any sudden appeal, he always carried

about with him a certain sum of money,

which he dispensed indiscriminately to all

applicants, till it was exhausted.

VOL. II. Q
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&quot; How happy are we that the poor come

to
us,&quot;

said he ;

&quot;

if they did not seek us,

we should have to seek them, and we have

not always time.&quot; When a poor man

knocked at his door, he always went to him

himself, and he never failed to add to his

material aid some kind and encouraging

words.

He often said,
&quot; There are those who

perform alms only to be seen and admired

by men They sometimes complain

that they do not meet with sufficient gra

titude If you do your alms, in order

to please the world, you have, indeed, reason

to complain ; but, if your motive is to please

God, what does it signify whether or not

you meet with gratitude on the part of men.

Our duty is to do all the good we can to

everyone around us, and to look for our

recompense from God alone.

&quot;There are others who say, Oh! this

poor man makes a bad use of the alms which
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he received. Be it so ! That poor man will

be judged by the use which he will have

made of your alms ; but you will be judged

by the alms which you might have done,

and which you have failed to do.&quot;

A robber, who had managed to penetrate

into the presbytery, found in a drawer some

pewter spoons and forks, which he appro

priated ; and he was busily occupied, satis

fying his hunger with the bread of the

orphans, in the Providence, when M. Vian-

ney surprised him :

&quot; What are you doing

there, my friend ?&quot;

&quot;

I am hungry, M. the

Cure.&quot; After having bestowed alms upon

his unceremonious visitor with a liberal

hand, the Cure, who recognized the &quot;

argen-

terie&quot; in his hands, exclaimed,
&quot; Save your

self, my friend ! save yourself quickly, lest

they should arrest you !&quot;

He went himself to warn a woman, who

had robbed him of nine hundred francs,

that the gendarmes were in quest of her.

Q 2
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He gave a pension to another, in order to

allure her back from a life of dishonesty.

This poor priest who, to use his own

words, possessed nothing but his pauvres

peches, enriched the whole neighbourhood

around him by his liberalities. Silver and

gold came to him from France, from Bel

gium, from England, and from Germany ;

and he had only to form the wish, in order

to receive immediately the supply of money

necessary for the forwarding of any work

or institution in which he was interested.

&quot; It is sufficient,&quot; affirms Catherine,
&quot;

for

him to form the wish; he has saints in

Paradise, whom he calls his consuls; he

invokes them, and immediately the money

pours in.&quot;

Among the pilgrims who came to Ars,

there were many whose wealth and position

enabled them largely to contribute to the

accomplishment of his benevolent designs;

and thus the country far around was covered
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with charitable and religious institutions, of

which he, as it were, had laid the first

stone.

It was in the course of the year 1848,

that the Cure* d Ars established and endowed

a school for the gratuitous education of the

boys in his parish. This establishment,

which continues to prosper, he placed under

the direction of the Brothers of the Sainte-

Famille of Belley.

No matter what sums were deposited in

the hands of M. Vianney he literally re

ceived only to give away it was his habit

twice a day to dispense all the money that

he had in his possession.

Such indeed was his tendency to despoil

himself of everything, that he was obliged

to take precautions against himself, in order

that he might not be left unprovided with

money for his masses. For a long time he

deposited a certain sum in charge of a

widow, who possessed his confidence.
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&quot;

Claudine,&quot; said he,
&quot; I entrust you with

this money ; keep it carefully, but, above

all, beware of the Cure d Ars, and if he

asks you for any of it, refuse him at once.&quot;

A priest who was building a church, but

who was short of funds, said to him one

day,
&quot; M. the Cure, teach me your secret in

order that I may not be stopped half-way in

the erection of my poor church.&quot;

My friend,&quot; replied the Cure,
&quot;

my
secret is very simple : tout donner et ne rien

garder&quot;
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CHAPTER IV.

HUMILITY OP VIANNEY. HIS INCREASING SELF-DENIAJL.

ACCORDING to M. Vianney s own statement,

his natural character was irascible and im

patient, and it was not without much pain

ful effort, that he had attained the unvary

ing gentleness and meekness of spirit, for

which he was so remarkable. If it were so,

then indeed his attainments were wonderful.

His humility was so profound, his spirit of

self-renunciation so complete, that it would

seem his bitterest foe would have found it

hard to discover a vulnerable point, whereat

to aim his shaft. Indeed, his opinion of

himself was so lowly, that he believed that

all the world had a right to despise him ;



232 THE CURE D ARS.

and it is affirmed that he even entertained a

special tenderness towards those who cruelly

criticised or blamed him, or who otherwise

treated him unkindly.

But while M. Vianney was so insensible

to blame except indeed, that he welcomed

it gladly as his desert it was far otherwise

as regarded praise. On this point he was

so susceptible, that his friends were in con

stant fear and dread, lest, by some unguarded

word or expression, they should wound his

humility. Bishop Devie, one day, so far

forgot himself, as to say to him,
&quot; Mon Saint

Cure.&quot; These words appeared to occasion

him severe pain.
&quot;

Oh, how unhappy am

I,&quot;
cried he,

&quot; that even my Lord Bishop

should be deceived in me.&quot;

One day his brother priests were remark

ing how difficult it must be for those who

are the objects of universal praise and

adulation to maintain a humble frame of

mind.
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M. Vianney at once perceived their mean

ing, and lifting up his eyes with an expres

sion of profound melancholy, he exclaimed :

&quot;

Oh, my friends, if only I could be kept

from
despair.&quot;

&quot; I have received two letters by this day s

post,&quot;
said he, one day;

&quot; in one, they pre

tended that I was a great saint: in the

other, that I was a hypocrite and a char

latan. The first added nothing to me ; the

second took nothing from me. We are

what we appear before God, et puis pas

plus. .... God has chosen me to be the

minister of His grace to sinners, because I

am the most ignorant and miserable of men ;

if there had been a more contemptible priest

in the parish than myself, he would have

been preferred before me.&quot;

In the mind of Vianney, humility consti

tuted the first and chief Christian virtue ;

that one, indeed, without which, he deemed

every other impossible.
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&quot; M. the Cure, what should a man do in

order to become a true Christian
1

?&quot; one asked

of him.

&quot; My friend, he must learn to love God.&quot;

&quot; And how to attain to this love of

God!&quot;

&quot; Ah ! my friend, humility ! humility ! It

is our pride which prevents our becoming

saints
; pride is the chain of the chaplet of

all the vices
; humility, the chain of the

chaplet of all the virtues.&quot;

&quot; Alas ! it is difficult to conceive how so

poor a thing as humanity can be tempted

to pride. The devil one day appeared to

Saint-Macaire, armed with a rod, as though

he were prepared to attack him, and thus

addressed him :

c All that thou doest, I do

also ; thou fastest, I do not eat ; thou watch-

est, I never sleep. There is but one thing

which thou doest and which I cannot do.

&amp;lt; Eh ! and what is that V Humble myself/

replied the devil, and he disappeared. . . .
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Ah, my friend, there are saints who put

the devil to flight by simply saying, Que je

suis miserable.

But it was, at least, as much by his ex

ample as by his teaching, that this remark

able man attained that empire over the

hearts and minds of his countrymen, and

brethren in the Romish Church, which he

so long exercised. His imperturbable kind

ness and gentleness under the most trying

provocations, his modest and simple de

portment, in the midst of the acclamations

of the admiring crowds, which never ceased

to throng his footsteps, made a more vivid

and lasting impression than any words could

have done. Self-love, indeed, seemed to be

so utterly crushed in him, that no personal

offence or vexation had power for one mo

ment to ruffle his serene and tranquil pa

tience. On one occasion, when one of the

pilgrims had, by her obstinate persistence,

needlessly harassed and fatigued M. Vian-
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ney, a stranger, who was present, unable

to restrain his indignation, rushed out of

the church, exclaiming,
&quot; Je suis en colere

pour M. le Cure, qui ne Test
pas.&quot;

In the luxurious and too-forgetful age in

which the Cure d Ars lived, he became

more and more convinced, that every, even

the smallest indulgence in material comfort

must prove inimical to the growth of grace

in the soul, and each day he sought to ren

der himself more and more independent of

what are commonly accounted the very ne

cessaries of life
;
he hardly ate, he hardly

slept, he wished for nothing, he required

nothing, it was almost as ifhe had no body ;

the hearth of his kitchen had never seen a

fire, his bed-chamber was the only room in

the presbytery which bore evidence of a

human tenant, and the furniture of that

poor chamber, lit by two windows, without

curtains, was not his own ; it had been

many times sold and re-purchased. The
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image of the Saviour, with the portraits of

a few of His best-beloved saints, and a like

ness of the Bishop of Belley, hung upon the

dilapidated walls ; opposite the door was a

shelf, charged with old books
; and on the

other side, an antique chest, the drawers of

which contained his provision of crosses and

medals
;
in the middle, was a little oak wood

table.

Although money never ceased to pour in

upon M. Yianney, he set little value upon

it, and, except as a possible instrument of

good, he was utterly regardless of it.

Speaking one day of a considerable sum,

which he had sacrificed with his usual

readiness, he said,
&quot;

It would be well if

they would use it to polish souls ; but they

will polish only stones with it.&quot;

One day, by a mistake, he lit his candle

with a bank note, and when his friends

expressed their regret,
&quot; Oh !&quot; cried he,
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&quot;

I have done less harm than if I had com

mitted the smallest venal sin.&quot;

&quot; This morning,&quot; said he, on another

occasion, to the Abbe Monnin,
&quot; a great

lady, who had a great deal more than a

hundred francs on her fingers, approached

me with these words : M. the Cure, some

time since I gave you a hundred francs,

in order that you might obtain my cure.

I am not cured ; give me back my money.
&quot; And you returned it to her?&quot;

&quot;

Certainly. Fortunately I had just be

fore received a hundred francs in gold

pieces, and I immediately went in search

of them.&quot;

&quot; And you made no remark upon the

conduct of this
c

great lady \
&quot;

&quot; On no account would I have done so.&quot;

&quot; But she is a thief?&quot;

&quot; No ; it was true, she had given me a

hundred francs ; I remember it
perfectly.&quot;
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M. Vianney was disinterested even with

respect to the benevolent institutions which

he undertook. A kind lady once offered

to share the expenses of some of his chari

table enterprises.

&quot;

I do not wish for your money,&quot; said he,

&quot;you
will easily find an investment for it;

you have enough to do at home.&quot;

Poor Catherine once flattered herself

that she had done a good deed by replacing

an old clay porringer, which had long been

in the service of M. Vianney, by a cup of

less coarse material. He would, however,

by no means accept of this luxury, but got

rid of it as quickly as possible, saying,
&quot; On ne pourra done pas venir a bout d avoir

la pauvrete dans son
menage&quot;

This was one of the last occurrences of

his life.
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CHAPTER V.

DECLINING HEALTH OF VIANNEY. HIS CONTINUED AND

FKIGHTFUL AUSTERITIES.

THE Cure d Ars had now reached his seven

tieth year : yet, so far from yielding to the

claims of his advancing age and increasing

weakness, it appears that up to this time he

became, if possible, only more and more

severe in his treatment of himself. The

short nights of only three or four hours,

which succeeded his long day s work, were

now generally passed in pain and weariness.

He often confessed that he never enjoyed

one hour of tranquil sleep; he was con

sumed by fever, upon his miserable pallet.

A cough, to which he had been more or

less subject for five-and-twenty years, now
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assumed a graver form and hardly ceased

to harass him. Frequently he rose every

quarter of an hour from his bed, in hopes

of finding some alleviation of his pain ;
and

when at length, from utter prostration, his

restlessness abated, and he felt that he could

have slept, it was the hour when this poor

devoted man, by an effort which no one to

look at him would have believed possible,

but which was renewed every night, tore

himself from the rest which he had not yet

tasted, and resumed with apparent cheer

fulness his long and toilsome course of

labour.

At this time he was so feeble so suffer

ing, that when he arose from his bed, he

was unable to stand without support, and

he often fell down on his way from his

chamber to the church ; yet still he perse

vered, and when he reached the confessional

he appeared for a time to triumph over his

weakness.

VOL. II. R
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Notwithstanding, however, the state of

exhaustion to which the Cure d Ars was

now reduced, he still exercised such an

extraordinary command over himself, that

it was only in extreme moments, and when

his sufferings were very acute, that his

actual condition was betrayed to his friends.

One day, M. Charles de Montbriant, on

his return to the neighbourhood, after a

long absence, came expressly to Ars to

inquire for the health of the Cure
;

he

knocked at the confessional; M. Vianney

immediately appeared, and followed him to

the sacristy.
&quot; M. the Cure, my family are

anxious to know how you are V 9

&quot;Another time, M. the Count, I beg

you will not trouble yourself for so insigni

ficant a cause.&quot; He then saluted him re

spectfully, and disappeared without another

word.

We have seen that M. Vianney mani

fested, from his earliest childhood, an extra-



THE CURE D ARS. 243

ordinary and, as it appears to us, an

instinctive tendency towards a life of asce

ticism; this tendency had increased with

his advancing years, till at length penances

and mortifications possessed for him a

charm and attraction such as it would be

difficult for other natures even to compre

hend. &quot; In this
way,&quot;

said he,
&quot;

it is only

the first step which costs ; there is in

mortification a sweetness and a consolation

which, when once tasted, it is impossible

again to dispense with: you must exhaust

the cup to the bottom There is only

one way of giving one s self to God,&quot; added

he, &quot;it is to give one s self utterly, and

without a shadow of reservation ; what we

keep back serves only to embarrass and

trouble us.&quot; ....

The spirit of self-denial had indeed be

come so natural to the Cur6 d Ars, that in

his case the exception to the rule of his

life would have been to allow himself the

R 2
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most trifling indulgence. He would not

gratify himself by smelling a flower.

Often he abstained from drinking when

suffering from intense thirst
;
he never per

mitted himself the least support when on

his knees.

M. Vianney was painfully sensible to

cold, but he would use no means to pro

tect himself from it ; during a very severe

winter, one of the Missionaries, pained at

witnessing his suffering, secretly devised a

way, by means of a trap-door, of having

hot water conveyed under the confessional ;

the ruse succeeded perfectly.
&quot; God is very

good,&quot;
said poor Vianney ;

&quot;

this year,

though it is so cold, my feet are always

warm.&quot;

The effort of another friend was less

fortunate in its result. Discovering that

M. Vianney often suffered acutely, in con

sequence of the long hours passed in the

same position, and with no other support
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than the hard walls of the confessional, he
had a lining inserted within of a more

pliable material. No sooner, however, did

the obstinate ascetic perceive the provision

made for his comfort than he at once and

indignantly tore it all away.

In fact, the more Vianney tortured him
self by these cruel privations, so much the

more earnestly did he strive to discover

new modes of
suffering.

We have before us extracts from a letter

written in 1840, containing these words:

The spectacle of the
sufferings of our

saint Cure is heartrending. It is impos
sible to see and to hear him without feelings
of the deepest pity, mingled with admira

tion at this sublime and perpetual sacrifice.

It is always with the same zeal, the same

resignation, the same sweet and gentle de

portment, that he endures the constant

pressure of the
ever-increasing crowds who

come to obtain from him a last word, or to
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seek a last
blessing.&quot; .... A miracle only

can explain this inconceivable existence.

The throng was never more prodigious;

men in masses surround his confessional.

The church is crowded day and
night.&quot;

Perceiving one day that the Cure coughed

frequently during the service, the Countess

des Garets sent him a phial of
syrup.&quot;

&quot; What is that,&quot; said Vianney, to the bearer ;

&quot; take it back quickly to Madame, thank

her heartily for her kindness, but tell her

if she would say a pater and an ave for her

poor Cure, it would be better.&quot;

During his convalescence, his friends

persisted in sending him similar remedies.

&quot;

Carry these
things,&quot;

said he,
&quot;

to Mother

Gonot&quot; a poor woman in the parish
&quot; she needs them more than I.&quot;

On finding that, by an order from the

chateau, a mattress and bolster had been

placed upon his bed, he displayed so much

vexation, as he indignantly cast aside these
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superfluities and precipitated them into the

middle of the room, that the person who

had been commissioned to be the bearer of

them, dared not again appear before him

till he summoned her to his presence,

and humbly entreated her pardon for his

brusquerie.

There must, it appears, have been an ex

traordinary elasticity in the constitution of

the Cure d Ars. The crowd, the heat,

the human pressure, the stifling atmosphere

which surrounded him; everything, in short,

that would have annihilated the strength of

any other man, appeared to be the very

means by which he rallied his. If, at the

end of a day of overwhelming fatigue, he

was summoned to visit some poor invalid

no matter at what distance he would again
set out on his weary way ; and never relax

in his painful effort, till his pastoral duty
ivas accomplished.

To his vigils and fastings, and those mor-
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tifications which we have noticed, M. Vian-

ney added many other austerities. Some

times he slept in the cellar, upon a handful

of straw lay down, we should say for

sleep could hardly have visited him in such

a situation.

His faithful and devoted attendants

Jeanne-Marie Chaney, and Catherine Las-

sagne testify to having found in the chamber

of M. Vianney, divers instruments of

penance, hair-shirts, sackcloth, knotted

cords terminated by an iron ball, chains of

steel, &c. They also discovered in the same

secret recess, four or five disciplines of iron,

the branches of which were armed with

knobs of lead.

It is affirmed that the Cure d Ars was

obliged frequently to renew these instru

ments of torture, in consequence of their

being broken by the force with which he

flagellated himself.

&quot; I do not know in what year it occur-
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red,&quot; relates a grave witness, &quot;but some

time since the Cure* d Ars ordered from the

farrier of the village a chain of such

dimensions as to make the initiated, who

knew for what purpose it was intended,

tremble.&quot;

Bishop Devie often endeavoured to per

suade M. Vianney to modify the severity of

his fasts, and, especially, he insisted that

the days of his periodical visits to himself

should be days of relaxation to the saint

penitent. On one occasion he placed him

by his side at table, and by his kind and

pressing hospitality induced him to eat al

most like any other mortal; a few hours

afterwards, however, the Bishop learned, to

his consternation, that his paternal solici

tude had been the occasion of much suffer

ing to him who had been the object of it;

and, with the kindness which is said to

have marked his every action, he turned to

his Cure, and said, &quot;Fast in peace, my



250 THE CURE D ARS.

friend: henceforward I will never again

force you to dine with me.&quot;

From that time it was always the Bishop

who came to visit Vianney at the pres

bytery, and his successors also continued to

show him the same mark of regard and

respect.

We learn that at a later period than that

of which this chapter treats, and during the

closing days of his mortified life, the Cure

d Ars did, in a measure, modify the severity

of his treatment of himself. &quot; C
est,&quot; writes

the Abbe Monnin, after stating this fact,

&quot; C est que cet esprit si ferme et si droit

avait compris que les infirmites et les maux

qui viennent de Vage sont des penitences

continuelles que Dieu nous reserve, et qu il

choisit infiniment mieux que nous ne leferions

nous-mtmes.&quot;
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CHAPTER VI.

DEATH OF THE CURE

THE life of the Cure d Ars was now rapidly

drawing to a close. For a long time he

had been reduced to a state of such extreme

weakness that his voice was scarcely audible,

and only an attentive ear could distinguish

the faint sounds which fell from his lips.

The great heat of July, 1859, had cruelly

tried the aged priest. It was impossible to

enter the crowded church of Ars without

being almost suffocated. The want of air,

occasioned by the dense congregation by
which it was thronged day and night,

rendered it like a heated furnace
;
and those

who waited their time to enter the con-
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fessional, were constantly obliged to rush

out in order to obtain a moment s relief in

a less insupportable atmosphere.

M. Vianney, however, never quitted his

suffering post, never even attempted to

abridge the length of those mortal stances

which lasted in the morning from one

o clock till eleven, in the evening from one

till eight. Still there was a limit even to

his powers of endurance, and he was now

sinking under the weight of this long and

cruel martyrdom. His continued life, how

ever, had so long been regarded as a

miracle, and he had taken so much pains to

conceal, as far as possible, his real condition,

that no one, as yet, apprehended his ap

proaching end. It was only remarked that,

when in the middle of the night he rose

from his bed in order to return to his chers

pecheurs, he frequently fell down from

weakness in his chamber, and also that he

was subject to frequent fits of fainting.
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Still he continued to make light of his

suffering, and when his friends remarked

with concern that the cough to which he

had long been subject was more frequent

and more harassing, he replied, with a

smile,
&quot; C est ennuyeux ! $a me prend tout

mon
temps.&quot;

It was in vain that Vianney s devoted

attendants entreated him to spare himself,

and to take more rest. He always replied,

&quot; Je me reposerai en Paradis&quot;

On Friday, the 29th of July, he went

through his usual course of labour. He

performed his catechism, passed sixteen or

seventeen hours at the confessional, and

finished this hard day s work with the usual

evening prayers ; but, on entering the

presbytery that night, he sunk into a chair,

saying,
&quot; Je rien peux plus.&quot;

When the

missionaries, however, left him at a later

hour, he retired to rest as usual, and it does

not appear that any imminent or immediate
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danger was apprehended. At one o clock

in the morning he attempted to rise up in

order to return to his church, but, finding

his weakness insurmountable, he called for

help.

&quot; You are fatigued, Monsieur the Cure?&quot;

&quot;

Yes, I believe it is my pauvrefin
9

It was the habit of Vianney, when

speaking of himself, constantly to make use

of the word
&quot;pauvre&quot;

It was always his

&quot;

pauvre dme&quot; his &quot;

pauvre ptcMs&quot; etc.

&quot; I will go and seek aid.&quot;

&quot;

No, do not disturb anyone, it is not

worth while.&quot;

When the day dawned, Vianney made no

further attempt to contend against his in

creasing weakness he even condescended to

receive those cares and attentions which he

had hitherto disdained ; he would not, how

ever, consent to a fan being used to give

him a little air and to chase away the flies ;

that appeared to him too great a luxury.
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&quot;You suffer much,&quot; said one to him; a

resigned movement of his head was his

affirmative reply.

&quot; Monsieur le Cure, let us hope that

Saint-Philomene, whose interest we are

going to invoke with all our strength, will

cure you this time, as she did eighteen years

ago.&quot;

&quot;

Oh, Saint-Philomene riy pourra

rien&quot;

The dismay of the congregation when, on

the following morning, Vianney did not

appear at the door of the confessional, as

usual, may be imagined, as also the profound

grief which spread over the parish as the

news of his dangerous condition was com

municated from house to house.

Apart from Vianney s great reputation,

and the universal veneration in which he

was held by his brethren in the Roman

Catholic Church, it appears that he was the

object of the strongest and most devoted

individual attachments, and this not in a
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few and rare cases, but in numerous and

countless instances.

The Freres who presided over the college

which he had instituted at Ars loved him

with a warmth and spontaneity of affection

which some may deem the ascetic priest

little calculated to inspire, and it was their

constant endeavour, by a thousand ingenious

contrivances, to lighten as far as possible

the toil of his laborious life.

Many strangers who were drawn to Ars by

the fame of the Cure, and with the intention

of remaining there only a few days for their

own edification, found themselves so spell

bound by the charm of his presence, that

henceforth they had no other wish or desire

than to follow his footsteps, and ever look

ing out for opportunities of serving him.

They might be seen, now protecting him

from the importunate crowd, now keeping

order amongst the excited people, and

endeavouring always with untiring vigi-
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lance, to render his hard life more support

able.

The missionaries stationed at Ars were,

as has already been noted, like sons and

brothers to Vianney ; and thus this poor

priest, who through life had shrunk from

every human enjoyment, yet found himself

on his dying bed the object of the most

devoted care and affection, and in the

midst of true and loving friends ; amongst
these was his old and steadfast ally and

supporter the Count des Garets, Mayor of

Ars, who never left his bedside. Another

kind friend might be seen mounting to the

roof of the presbytery under a scorching

August sun, in order to water the exterior

of the house, and thus to maintain a cool

and refreshing atmosphere around the dying

priest.

For three days every means which the

most devoted affection and the most inge

nious piety could devise, were employed to

VOL. u. s
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propitiate Heaven in his favour ; vows were

made to all the saints in Paradise ; deputa

tions were sent to all the religious com

munities in the country ; pilgrimages were

made to all the shrines ; but still it became

more and more evident that the hours of

the Cure d Ars were numbered, and that

the last solemn messenger was rapidly

approaching.

On Tuesday evening, M. Vianney re

quested to have the last sacraments admin

istered to him. During the ceremony he

appeared to be much affected, and was seen

to shed many tears. Before it commenced,

one who enjoyed the privilege of a long and

trusted friendship approached him, and

with clasped hands entreated him to pray

the Lord to prolong his days. Vianney,

fixing his earnest eyes upon her, silently

intimated that he could not yield to her

solicitation. A few hours later, his Bishop,

Monseigneur de Langalerie, who had been
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apprised of the imminent danger of Vianney,

arrived in haste, out of breath, and praying

aloud as he forced his difficult way through

the kneeling crowds which obstructed his

passage. He was in time, but only in time

for one last interview with his Cure. Poor

Vianney s dying eye again gleamed for a

moment with all its former brilliancy, as

with tears of joy he welcomed his beloved

bishop.

At two o clock the following morning

Jean-Baptiste-Marie Vianney breathed his

last; whilst the Abbe Monnin, who had been

commissioned to recite the prayers for the

dying, uttered these words: &quot; Veniant illi

obviam Sancti Angeli Dei ; et perducant eum

in cimtatem ccelestem Jerusalem.&quot;

To all appearance Vianney s end was

peace, although he manifested nothing of

that rapturous bliss, those holy transports,

by which many of his Eoman Catholic

brethren expected to be edified at the

s 2
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closing scene of his marvellous career.

Still, though conscious to the last, he not

only anticipated the moment of his de

parture without any of that dread which

had formerly harassed his mind at the

thought of death, but he awaited it with an

assured and steadfast hope of an everlasting

union with his Lord and Master.*

* &quot;

Cette fin ria pas eu d autre caractere que son

etonnante simplicite. Le serviteur de Dieu a voulu etre

modeste dans sa mort comme il Vavait ete dans sa vie.

Beaucoup s attendaient a voir se manifester, a cette

heure supreme, ces transports d amour, ces ravissements,

ces accents enfiammes et ces saintes larmes, dont la

source etait devenue de jour en jour plus abondante ;

main rien de tout cela / . . . On eut dit qu il

voulait continuer d, se cacher, & s envelopper le plus

possible d ombre et de silence. II a eu la mort qu il

aurait preferee s il avait eu la liberte du choix.&quot;

M. MONNIN.
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CHAPTER VII.

THE FUNERAL OF THE CUR D

IT would be vain to attempt to describe the

grief and consternation of the people of Ars,

when the sad tidings that their beloved

Cure had breathed his last was spread

through the parish. The crowds who had

continued to the last moment to offer up

their prayers in the church, the families

who had watched in their homes with

wakeful anxiety throughout the night, now

flocked towards the presbytery. They would

not believe in the heavy calamity which

had fallen upon them. They had reckoned

on a miracle, and felt convinced that one

would be accomplished in their favour.
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M. Vianney had lived for nearly forty years

a life which would have destroyed any

other mortal. Surely, they persuaded them

selves, this exceptional life would yet be

preserved. That Ars could exist without

its saint Cure its ever open and ever-

crowded church its thronged confessional,

appeared to them an impossibility, and on

first receiving the news of their beloved

pastor s death, a feeling of incredulity

mingled with the despair which penetrated

every heart.

The sight of the presbytery, however,

the cries of grief which were heard on all

sides, above all the knell of the church bells,

but too soon dissipated their momentary

illusion.

The burial of the Cure d Ars took place

on the Saturday which followed his death.

On the arrival of the Bishop at an early

hour in the morning, the funeral procession

was formed. The multitude assembled on
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this occasion was enormous
;
the strangers

are said on the lowest computation to have

amounted to 6,000 ; more than 300 priests

were present, though many were prevented

attending from the circumstance of the inter

ment taking place on a Saturday; and nearly

all the convents in the country sent their

representatives.

The pall-bearers on this occasion were

Vianney s friends and admirers : M. the Cure

of Trevoux, Canon of the Cathedral of

Belley ;
M. the Count des Garets, Mayor of

Ars ; and the Prefect of the district. The

chief mourners were the Missionaries of

Pont d Ain, whom Vianney had regarded

as his spiritual family ;
and his relatives

from Dardilly. During the first arrange

ments for this sad ceremony the utmost

quiet prevailed ; women and children

of the parish, brotherhoods, members of

religious communities, regular and secular

clergy, were ranged in two lines in the
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most perfect order, but when the coffin

which contained the remains of the lamented

priest became visible at the door of the

presbytery, one cry of irrepressible grief

burst forth, and it was no longer possible

to control the feelings of the excited people.

When the immense convoy, which is said to

have resembled rather the triumphant march

of an emperor or prince, than the funeral

procession of a humble individual, reached

the church, the Bishop of Belley stopped,

and facing the coffin, he delivered the dis

course which is affixed to the end of this

chapter. He chose for his text,
&quot; Well

done, good and faithful servant, enter thou

thou into the joy of thy Lord.&quot;

The funeral oration was followed by the

mass
;

after the absolution the body of the

Cure d Ars was conveyed to the chapel of

Saint-Jean-Baptiste, and placed by the con

fessional where he had passed so large a

portion of his life.



THE CURE D ARS. 265

DISCOUES

DE MONSEIGNEUR I/EVEQUE DE BELLEY,

DEVANT LE CERCUEIL DE M. JEAN-BAPTISTE-MARIE

VIANNEY, LE VENERABLE ET SAINT CUR& D*ARS,

LE JOUR DE SES FUNERAILLES, 6 AOUT 1859.

&quot;

Eugel serve bone et fclelis, intra in gaudium

Domini tui&quot; MATTHEW xxv. 21.
t

Faites silence, mes freres ! Ecoutez bien,

pieux fiddles que le respect, Taffection et

la douleur ont amenes si nombreux a

cette imposante ceremonie. Je vais la

repeter cette parole de notre Seigneur dans

le saint Evangile: dites, en est-il un seul

parmi vous qui ne croie 1 entendre sortir

de la bouche de Dieu lui-meme, au moment

ou la belle ame de notre saint Cure s est

detachee enfin de son corps use si long-

temps au service du divin Maitre ?
&quot;

Euge !

serve bone etfidelis intra in gaudium Domini
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tui.&quot; Courage! bon et fidele serviteur,

entrez dans la joie de votre Seigneur et de

votre Dieu.

Meditons la quelques instants, mes freres,

cette parole si douce et si chere. Elle

doit faire en ce moment notre esperance,

notre consolation. J ajoute qu elle ren-

ferme un salutaire avertissement, au nom de

celui qui ne doit plus vous parler desormais

que par les exemples de sa vie, et probable-

ment aussi par les merveilles de sa tombe.

&quot;JSuge!&quot; Courage! Deja ce premier

mot, ce seul mot nous releve :

&quot;

Courage !

bon et fidele serviteur !

&quot;

Jean-Baptiste-

Marie Vianney, notre saint Cure d Ars,

est un serviteur de Dieu qui a compte

soixante-quatorze ans de bons et loyaux

services ;
sa vie tout entiere a ete la duree

de ses saints engagements. Tout petit

enfant il servit Dieu ; jeune homme il servit

Dieu ; etudiant ecclesiastique, il servit

Dieu
; les refus ne le decouragerent pas
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dans ses projets de servir Dieu d une

manure plus absolue et plus fructueuse en

embrassant la carriere sacerdotale ; il ne

voulait etre pretre que pour servir Dieu.

II 1 a bien prouve ! Pretre, vicaire, cure, il

servit Dieu toujours.

Ce service, vous le savez tous, a fini par

remplir tellement sa vie, que les actions

indifferentes dont nous faisons, nous, la

consecration au service de Dieu en les lut

offrant et les rapportant ainsi indirectement

a sa gloire, avaient comme disparu de la

vie du saint Cure. II ne mangeait pas, il

ne dormait pas; cette locution familiere

avait presque sa realisation pour le Cure*

d Ars. Trois ou quatre onces de nourriture

par jour, une heure, deux heures de som-

meil lui suffisaient. Et le reste du temps,

et sa journde, qu en faisait-il? Tout en-

tiere au service de Dieu, dans le service des

&mes: quatorze, seize, dix-huit heures de

confessionnal suivant les jours : exercice de
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la confession interrompu par ce catechisme

qui etait une si eloquente predication.

Meme lorsqu on ne 1 entendait pas, lorsqu on

ne comprenait pas, sa vue en chaire, sa

vue toute seule prechait, touchait, conver-

tissait. Et le reste du temps que faisait-il

encore] Des rapports frequents avec ses

paroissiens bien-aimes, la visite des malades,

la priere, et de longues prieres, les pieuses

lectures . . . en un mot, le jour tout

entier se passait dans des actes employes

directement a la gloire et au service de

Dieu. Et ce jour tout entier a Dieu re-

commengait sans cesse, et le dimanche, et

la semaine, et le jour, et la nuit sans treve

ni vacance. &quot;

Euge ! serve bone et fidelis,

quia in pauca fuisti fidelis ! Courage !

bon et fidele serviteur, vous avez ete fidele

en de petites choses !

&quot;

O, mon Dieu, vous

me permettez bien cette parole: ce n est

pas en de petites choses que le Cure d Ars

fut serviteur fidele et devoue ! il faut le
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dire a votre gloire, 6 mon Dieu ; car cette

vie a etd une merveiUe de votre puissance
et de votre amour : pour vous, oui, sans

doute, tout cela est peu de chose, infiniment

peu de chose, mais pour nous hommes, pour
nous faibles mortels, cette vie du Cure d Ars
est une merveille, et, on peut le dire, un
continue! miracle. Combien y a-t-il d an-

nees, combien y a-t-il de siecles, peut-etre

qu on ne vit pas une existence sacerdotale

dans des conditions semblables aussi fruc-

tueusement, aussi saintement, aussi con-

tinuellement occupee, employee, depensee au
service de Dieu.

Et ce service de Dieu a ete accompli avec

toutes les conditions de bonte et de fidelite

que reclame la saintete du Maitre que nous

servons. &quot;

Euge ! serve bone et fidelis !
)J

Courage ! serviteur bon et fidele. Le bon

pour un chretien, pour un pretre, c est le

sacrifice, la croix, la mortification. Le bon
c est le gemissement de la nature change
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en soupir d expiation et d amour. Le

sacrifice est un acte d amour et en meme

temps la veritable epreuve du veritable

amour. Voila ce qui fait le bon service, le

service a toute epreuve: notre saint Cure

d Ars a eu cette solide et forte bonte.

A 1 austerite d une vie telle que nous

1 avons ebauchee et que vous Favez tous

connue, il ajoutait encore de nombreuse

mortifications; il avait a supporter des

souffrances presque continuelles, et Dieu lui

imposait, par moment, le poids de peines

secretes et mysterieuses.

Et ce service si penible et si bon fut

tellement fdele ; la fidelite de ce serviteur

fut si entiexe, que 1 amour-propre n en de-

tourna jamais la moindre part, ce qu il

faisait pour Dieu le saint pretre le laissait

tout a Dieu
;
ce pauvre Cure de campagne

entoure de ses milliers de pelerins etait

simple comme un enfant. Vous 1 avez vu

vous tous ici presents. Vous 1 avez en-
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tendu : n est-ce pas la verite, la plus

exacte verite? Les temoignages les plus
varies et les plus multiplies du respect et de

1 admiration ne semblaient en rien Pemouvoir ;

il benissait la foule comme s il eut regu lui-

meme la benediction de plus haut que lui.

II voyait son image reproduite partout et de

toutes les manieres, comme celle du patron,

du saint de Tendroit, et il disait souvent, a

cette occasion, un mot trivial et vulgaire

que sa simplicite rendait sublime
&quot;

Euge ! serve bone et Jidelis ! Courage !

serviteur bon et fidele.&quot; Ces mots sont si

vrais en parlant de vous. Courage! mais

non, je ne le dis pas pour vous, je le dis

pour nous. Courage! ne pleurons point
comme ceux qui riont point d esperance.

Ah ! 1 esperance est ici presque de la foi !

Permettez-nous en ce moment, mes freres,

de vous ouvrir plus intimement le fond de

notre cceur.

Providentiellement averti du rapide pro-
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gres de la maladie de notre cher et venere*

Cure d Ars nous nous somme hate d accourir;

nous recitions nos prieres pendant le voyage ;

c etait 1 office de Saint-Dominique, un autre

bon et fidele serviteur. (I Thess. iv. 12.)

Comme malgre nous, les paroles de la

priere nous rappellaient sans cesse le souvenir

du saint pretre que nous venions visiter.

En union avec Jesus-Christ, chef de PEglise,

nous aimons a penser en disant le breviaire

au saint dont nous celebrons la fete. Saint-

Dominique etait avec nous de moitie dans

nos prieres ;
mais a tout instant nous

voyions apparaitre aussi dans notre esprit le

bon et saint Cure d Ars. Nous disions, par

exemple :

&quot; Domine quis habitabit, etc.

Seigneur qui demeurera dans votre taber

nacle ou qui reposera sur votre sainte

montagne I Celui qui vit sans tache et qui

pratique la
justice.&quot;

Ces paroles lui

allaient si bien! et ces autres: Domine,

Dominus noster.
&quot;

Seigneur notre Dieu, que
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votre nom est adorable dans toute la terre !

. ... . Qu est-ce que 1 homme, pour

que vous vous souveniez de lui? Vous

1 avez place un peu au-dessous des anges:

vous 1 avez couronne de gloire et d honneur.&quot;

. . . . Et mille autres paroles qui, dans

leur application au serviteur de Dieu, nous

touchaient, nous attendrissaient.

Et, quelques heures apres la mort du

saint pretre, en disant la messe pour lui, a

1 autel ou il etait monte si souvent lui-

meme, les pensees de la veille nous re-

venaient a 1 esprit en lisant ces paroles qui

suivent Tepitre : Emitte lucem tuam,
&quot;

c est

votre lumiere et votre verite qui m ont

conduit jusqu a votre montagne sainte et

a vos divins tabernacles. O, mon ame,

pourquoi done etes-vous triste et pour-

quoi me troublez-vous V Et ces autres de

1 Evangile, Levate oculos vestros,
&quot; Levez vos

yeux, voyez ces regions. Elles sont toutes

blanchies des moissons qui les recouvrent.&quot;

VOL. n. T
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Ces regions, c etait, pour nous le champ de

la vie parcouru par notre saint Cure ; nous

les voyions couvertes des plus riches et des

plus abondantes moissons, et notre ame de-

bordait, elle deborde encore de confiance,

de douce et sainte esperance.

&quot;

Euge ! serve lone. Courage ! bon et

fidele serviteur, entrez dans la joie de votre

Maitre.&quot; L esperance que fait naitre cette

parole appliquee au saint Cure d Ars, est

deja par elle-meme une consolation, dans les

tristes et solennelles circonstances qui nous

rassemblent; toutefois, par une etude nou-

velle et attentive du sens de ces paroles

sacrees nous trouverons une consolation

plus abondante et plus directe pour adoucir

la rigueur du sacrifice que Dieu nous impose.

Helas! ce sacrifice est bien grand! Nous

avons tous perdu beaucoup ;
on ne remplace

pas le Cure d Ars !

Dieu lui-meme, dans 1 interet de sa gloire,

ne veut pas multiplier ces prodiges de
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graces et de saintete. La France entiere

a perdu un pretre qui faisait son honneur,

et que Ton venait visiter et consulter de

toutes ses provinces. Les pauvres pecheurs !

ah ! qir ils ont perdu, en perdant le Cure

d Ars ! II avait, je ne sais, quelles paroles

entrecoupees de sanglots et melees de

larmes, auxquelles il etait comme impossible

de resister. Notre diocese a perdu beau-

coup ;
le Cure d Ars etait sa gloire, il etait

aussi sa Providence ;
il avait commenced a

fonder Tceuvre des missions, qui lui etait si

chere. Plus de quatre-vingt-dix paroisses lui

devront le bienfait perpetuel d une mission

tous les dix ans. Combien d autres ceuvres-

n a-t-il pas encouragees, benies, aidees I

Votre eveque a bien perdu lui aussi ;

il a perdu un pore, un ami, un modele !

Pauvre saint Cure ! it etait tout tremblant,

la premiere fois que nous le vlmes et qu il

nous regut. Mgr. Devie et Mgr. Chalandon

etaient si bons ! et ils etaient en particulier
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si bons pour lui ! On se preoccupe tou-

jours un peu a I arrivee d un nouvel eveque.

Puis, il avait tant de respect pour la dignite

episcopale. Que de fois, sur cette place oil

nous sommes, il est venu revetu de ses in-

signes de pasteur, au premier bruit de notre

arrivee, et toujours il se prosternait a deux

genoux, pour demander notre benediction,

malgre les involontaires murmures qui,

&amp;lt;quelquefois
s echappaient de la foule eton-

nee qu une si haute saintete s inclinat de-

vant le simple caractere de la dignite et de

1 autorite. Mais le sentiment de crainte

qui avait pu gener ses premiers rapports

avec nous disparut bientot quand nous

I eumes presse deux ou trois fois contre

notre cceur, quand nous eumes serre ses

mains venerees dans les notre, quand nous

eumes bien fixe notre regard dans son

regard a lui si profond, si limpide, et si

doux. Ah! nous le croyons, nous en

sommes sur, il ne fit plus que nous aimer,
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comme nous Faimions tendrement nous-

meme.

Oui, je le repete, nous avons bien perdu ;

mais ces paroles,
&quot;

Euge! intra in gaudium&quot;

Courage ! entrez dans la joie, doivent ar-

reter, si non les larmes que nous verrons,

au moins nos plaintes, nos murmures, ou

meme de trop vifs regrets,
&quot;

Courage ! ser-

viteur, entrez dans la joie de votreMaitre !&quot;

C est-a-dire, bon et fidele serviteur, que

votre journee est finie; vous avez assez fait,

assez travaille
; venez, voici votre recom

pense et le prix de vos labeurs. Et telle est la

pensee qui s empara de notre esprit lorsque,

apres avoir beni le saint malade, prie avec

lui et pour lui, nous fumes comme porte

par le flot des fideles en larmes jusqu au

pied de 1 autel ; la, nous assistames aux

prieres publiques ;
la nous entendimes un

de ses fils bien-aimes, un de nos mission-

naires qui restaient avec lui, demander un

miracle pour le retour de ce pere venere a

la vie et a la sante
;
et comme malgre nous,
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nous ne pouvions nous associer a cette

priere, nous nous contentames de nous aban-

donner et de nous unir a la volonte de

Dieu. Eh quoi ! disions-nous, il a tant

travaille ! il dirait, sans doute, comme Saint-

Martin a ses disciples en pleurs,
&quot; won

recuso laborem. Je ne refuse pas de tra-

vailler encore !

&quot;

lui si bon, en voyant nos

larmes, il eut consenti a vivre. Mais nous,

vraiment pouvons-nous bien le demander?

II est fatigue, epuise, il semblait ne se sou-

tenir que par un miracle
;
Dieu ne nous 1 a-

t-il pas assez long-temps laisse 1 Nous avons

besoin de lui
; mais lui il a besoin de repos,

il a droit a la recompense. Qu il entre

done, qu il entre enfin dans ces joies

de son Dieu. Intra in gaudium Domini

tui !

Et d ailleurs, serait-il tellement perdu dans

les joies du ciel, qu il ne puisse encore pen-

ser a nous, prier pour nous, et nous servir ]

Le ciel est si pres de la terre, puisque c est

Dieu qui les unit ! Courage ! Courage !
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Dans le sein de Dieu, ou il repose, le Cure

d Ars n est pas tout-entier perdu pour nous.

Et voila qu un avertissement salutaire,

sorti de cette tombe et des paroles que nous

voudrions y graver, viendra comme un pre

mier bienfait nous rappeler a tous que le

saint Cure d Ars peut faire encore du bien

a nos ames.

Pendant sa vie qu eut repondu le saint

Cure aux paroles que nous lui avons appli-

quees :

&quot;

Courage ! bon et fidele serviteur,

entrez dans les joies de votre Maitre 1
&quot; Le

croiriez-vous, bien aimes, fideles, et dois-je

vous le dire 1 Oui certes, et je demande a

Dieu, an nom de celui que nous avons

perdu, que m a parole soit tout episcopale,

tout apostolique.

Non-seulement le bon et saint Cure eftt

repondu avec FEvangile : Je ne suis qu un

serviteur inutile, que m appelez vous bon et

fidele \ . . . . mais encore il eut eprouve le

desir, dirai-je la tentation, de se traiter plus
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severement. C etait la une de ces peines

secretes dont je vous ai entretenus et par

lesquelles Dieu eprouvait son serviteur :

&quot; Monsieur le Cure,&quot; lui disait un des mis-

sionaires,
u comment pouvez-vous resister a

la tentation de vaine gloire, au milieu de ce

concours sans cesse renouvele.&quot;
&quot;

Ah, mon

enfant,&quot; lui repondit le saint pretre, dites

plutot comment je resiste a la tentation de

crainte, de decouragement, et de desespoir.&quot;

Etrange extremite de la grace de Dieu, qui

nous exglique la persistance de ce bon et

venere pasteur a vouloir quitter sa cure

d Ars pour mourir dans la penitence et la

retraite. &quot;Ah! Monseigneur,&quot; nous disait-il,

&quot;

il y a quinze jours a peine, je vous deman-

derai dans quelque temps a me laisser partir

pour pleurer Jes peches de ma vie.&quot;
&quot;

Mais,

mon bon Cure,&quot; lui disions-nous,
&quot;

les larmes

des pecheurs que Dieu vous envoie valent

bien les votres. Ne me parlez pas ainsi, je ne

viendrai, plus vous voir.&quot; Et toutes no&
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paroles d affection et d encouragement ne

paraissaient pas le convaincre.

II etait a ses propres yeux un pauvre

pecheur ;
il redoutait la charge pastorale et

craignait de 1 avoir mal remplie. Les juge-

ments de Dieu le faisaient trembler par

moments. Les derniers jours de sa vie se

sont passes dans un calme profond ;
le mot

divin avait ete sans doute murmure a son

oreille. Euge ! Mais dans sa premiere

maladie, dans cette sorte de mort par la-

quelle il plut a Dieu de le faire passer, il y a

une quinzaine d annees, pour donner a vos

prieres une eclatante et si douce consecration,

on put remarquer les perplexites de son

ame. Et quel avertissement retirerons-nous

de cette revelation sur Tinterieur du bon

Cure* I Ames timorees, ames trop craintives,

si nombreuses peut-etre au pelerinage d Ars,

apprennez a resister comme le saint Cure

a des craintes trop vives et centre lesquelles

vous premunit I ob6issance. Cette tentation
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fut pour lui le ne magnitude revelationem eoc-

tollat de Saint-Paul. Dieu par ses frayeurs

sauvait Thumilite de cette belle ame; il

donnait plus de merite au sentiment de

confiance qui dominait apres tout dans sa

vie ;
il lui inspirait par la compassion et

1 epreuve ces mots qu il vous disait et qui

vous ont fait tant de bien. Savez-vous quel

baume secret s attachait a ses consolantes

paroles \ C etait comme le parfum de ses

]armes, de ses prieres, en un mot, de toutes

les graces que Dieu versait sur cette blessure

de son cceur qui etait aussi, qui est peut-

etre encore la votre.

Mais vous surtout ames indifferentes,

ames presomptueuses, ames si rares dans

cette pieuse reunion, mais que le reten-

tissement de ces touchantes obseques pourra

atteindre au milieu du monde, sachez-le bien

le Cure d Ars, le saint Cure d Ars redoutait

par moments les jugements de Dieu.

Exemple eclatant donne a un siecle ou
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Ton craint si pen; ou la crainte s eiFace pour

faire place non pas a 1 amour mais a la tor-

peur, a I indifference et a 1 oubli. Oh !

quand done vous reveillerez-vous ? Quand

done craindrez-vous, vous qui devriez tant

craindre ! Quand ferez-vous serieusement la

plus serieuse de toutes les affaires ?

Pour vous, cher et venere Cure, la ten-

tation est nnie, plus de crainte. Nous en

avons la confiance, vous etes entre desor-

mais dans la joie, le repos et la paix. Intra

in gaudium Domini tui.

Vous y avez ete introduit par cette Mere

de misericorde que vous aimiez tant et dont

vous portiez le nom ; vous y avez ete intro

duit par Jean-Baptiste, votre patron, ce

saint si humble et si grand; par Sainte-

Philomene, votre patronne d adoption, qui

semblait revivre en vous et cacher son nom

sous le votre, comme vous cachiez votre

nom sous le sien.

Ah ! de ce sejour de la gloire et du bon-

heur, veillez encore, veillez toujours sur
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nous. Char et guide d Israel, laissez-nous

votre double esprit de devoument au ser

vice de Dieu et de crainte temperee, domi-

nee par la confiance et 1 amour.

Laissez-le a cette communaute de rrris-

sionnaires qui se fait gloire des sentiments

fraternels que vous lui portiez.

Laissez-le a vos chers, a vos bien-aimes

paroissiens d Ars, qui ne se consoleront de

vous avoir perdu qu en pensant a vous,

qu en vous aimant chaque jour davantage.

Laissez-le au clerge de ce diocese si

saintement fier de vous compter parmi ses

membres.

Laissez-le a 1 Eveque, si triste et si heu-

reux en ce moment de parler de vous.

Et sachez bien que le jour le plus beau, le

plus desire de son episcopat serait celui ou

la voix infaillible de 1 Eglise lui permet-

trait d acclamer solennellement, et de chan

ter en votre honneur : Euge ! serve lone et

jidelis, intra in gaudium Domini tui !

Amen.
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CONCLUDING CHAPTER.

WE have still a few remarks to make before

we take our final leave of the Cure d Ars.

The reader of the preceding pages may
perhaps be desirous to learn whether the

extraordinary fame of M. Vianney has in

any measure declined since his death, or if

he is still held in the same reputation as

ever in the Roman Catholic world, and es

pecially if he still lives in the hearts and

affections of the devoted people amongst
whom his lot was cast.

In reply to the former of these questions,

we think we may affirm that the reputation
of the Cure d Ars, as one of the most holy

men, and one of the greatest saints of

modern times, has been ever and constantly
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increasing since he closed his earthly career.

We can indeed, ourselves, testify to the

universal love and reverence with which he

is regarded by his own countrymen.

In the convent of the Sainte Enfance in

Versailles, we were shown a large painting,

representing the Last Judgment, in which

the Cure d Ars forms a prominent figure.

He is represented in the act of ascending

into heaven, whilst two angels are seen

coming down to meet him, and bearing in

their hands the crown with which they are

about to encircle his head.

The nuns in this convent breathed the

name of the holy Cure with the same

feelings of love and reverence as though

they had been speaking of one of the most

exalted of their saints. We mention this,

not as a solitary instance ; we believe that

had we visited any other religious com

munity in France the impression made

upon our minds would have been the same.
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In reply to the latter of the questions to

which we have pointed as likely to suggest

itself to the mind of the reader, we have

been informed by friends who recently, in

the year 66, visited Ars, in order to inform

themselves on this subject, that they found

the name of Vianney still on every lip ; his

memory still fresh in every heart. The

people, indeed, appeared rather to speak of

him as though he were still in some myste

rious way present amongst them, than as

having gone to his final rest.

The popular faith in his power to work

miracles was strong as ever. Every one

was full of anecdotes of the marvellous cures

he had effected
;
as well as of praises of his

goodness, his piety, his charity.

The chapel in which so large a portion of

his mortified life was passed, is still lined with

the crutches and other aids to the afflicted

and infirm, which it is affirmed were left

there by the patients who had gone up
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crippled and helpless, and who were imme

diately and, as it is believed, miraculously

cured.

We have said that the popular faith in

M. Vianney s power to work miracles was

strong as ever we might have said stronger

than ever.

It is confidently believed by the inhabi

tants of Ars, that already miracles have

been effected through his intercession since

his departure. One poor woman lately

affirmed and apparently with entire faith

that her child, who had long been

afflicted with a sad and hopeless malady,

suddenly received a partial cure whilst she

was making a pilgrimage to the grave of

Vianney. She was fully persuaded that a

further perseverance in this pious duty

would result in its complete recovery. We
have not since had an opportunity of learn

ing how far the poor woman s expectations

have been realised.
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A gentleman who the travellers to whom

we have alluded met in the neighbourhood

of Ars and who was well acquainted with

the Cure stated that he was a man of the

most remarkable coolness of judgment, and

by no means likely to be carried away, by

the fervour of his imagination, to any

extravagant practice or belief. We know

not how far the reader may share in this

opinion. We mention these facts simply as

curious and interesting.

To the Cure d Ars himself it is of little

matter whether his memory be applauded

or contemned. We believe that he rests

with the Lord. We cannot but believe him

to have been a true and most zealous

Christian, in spite of those errors and super

stitions to which, as a devout member of

the Church of Home, he so fondly clung.

To our own mind, his happy and peaceful

end, the fearless and trustful spirit with

which he approached the final hour,

VOL. n. u
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would alone be sufficient evidence of his

sincerity.

But although we do not hesitate to ex

press our belief in the true piety of M.

Vianney, we are very far from agreeing

with a statement which lately met our eye,

from an able pen, and a member of the

Church of England: it was to this effect,

&quot;That in no other than the Church of

Rome could Vianney have effected so great

a work, or made so deep an impression

upon the mind of Christendom.&quot;

From our point of view, this is almost

equivalent to maintaining that Christian

truth, adulterated with error, and mingled

with the fond fancies and extravagant

superstitions of man s devising, is fitted to

be more influential, and to make a more

profound impression upon the hearts of

men, than the pure and simple truth, as

taught by the Lord himself, and his

Apostles.
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It is, however, with quite an opposite error

that we are more immediately concerned.

We have known many devout Protestants to

whom it would be hard to believe that any

true Christian could exist within the pale

of the Church of Rome
; many others who,

though, from their superior education,

they cannot be ignorant of the many dis

tinguished Christians who have lived and

died in that communion, are still far slower

to recognise Christian piety in a member of

the Roman Catholic Church than in one of

their own, and who appear to regard their

fellow-Christians in that Church as though

they were responsible for, and had imbibed

by an act of will, those errors and super

stitions which, from their earliest childhood,

they have been taught to believe.

We cannot refrain from the hope that

the perusal of the life of the zealous and

self-denying priest, whose history we have

sketched, may tend, in some, to soften these
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prejudices, and, it may be, to induce in their

hearts feelings of more cordial sympathy
and brotherly love towards those whom they

esteem less favoured than themselves.

THE END.
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being short, and it is homely and un

pretending like the author, who left

sible example of what an officer of

marines should be. &quot;-Saturday Review.

In 2 vols. post 8vo, 21s.

The American Crisis
;

Or, Pages from the Note Book of a State Agent during the

Civil War.

By Colonel JOHN LEWIS PEYTON, L.B., F.R.G.S., &c.

Dedicated, by permission, to the Right Key. the Lord Bishop of Oxford. In

1 vol. Second and Cheaper Edition, post 8vo., with Portraits, Maps,
and Illustrations, price 5s. cloth.

The Universities Mission to East Central Africa.

From its Commencement to its Withdrawal from the Zambezi.

By the Rev. HENRY ROWLEY.
One of the Two Survivors of Bishop Mackenzie s Clerical

Staff.

In 1 vol. crown 8vo, 6s.

The Church Sacraments and the Ministry,

By the Rev. W. R. CLARK, Vicar of Taimton.

In 1 vol. 8vo, cloth, 18s.

An Outline of the Jewish Church, from a

Christian Point of View.

By the Rev. C. S, MALAN, M.A., Vicar of Broadwindsor.
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In 1 vol., post 8vo., 6s., bevelled boards.

Scriptural Studies :

OUR CHURCH AND OUR TIMES.
BY THE AUTHOR OF &quot;THOUGHTFUL MOMENTS,&quot; &c. &c.

In 1 vol. 8vo, 18s.

SECOND EDITION, with PREFACE by REV. R. F. LITTLEDALE, LL.D.

Essays on Liturgiology and Church History.
By the Rev. JOHN MASON NEALE, D.D., Warden of Sackville College.
With an Appendix on Liturgical Quotations from the Isapostolic Fathers by

the Rev. GERARD MOULTRIE, M.A;

NEW EDITION.
In 1 vol. crown 8vo, 3s. 6d.

Sermons on the Gospels,
From Easter to Trinity.

By A COUNTRY PARSON,

In 1 vol. 8vo, 12s.

London Pauperism amongst Jews and Christians,

By J. H. STALLARD, M.B., Lond.

Author of &quot;The Female Casual,&quot; &c., &c.

In Crown Svo., price 3s. 6d., ofbth,

The Female Casual and Her Lodging.
With a complete Scheme for the Regulation of Workhouse Infirmaries.

By J. H. STALLARD, M.B., Lond.,
Author of &quot;London Pauperism,&quot;

&quot; Workhouse Hospitals, &c.

In 1 vol. fcp. 4to, 7s. 6d., with Eight full-page Illustrations.

Stories from Early French History.
A Book for Children.

By AGNES LUSHINGTON.
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Uniform with &quot; The History of a Bit of Bread.* In 2 vols. small 8vo, 9s.

The Little Kingdom, or the Servants of the

Stomach.
A New Series of Letters to the Young upon the Life of Man and of Animals.

By JEAN MACE.
Translated from the French.

In 1 vol. post 8vo 6s.

Spring Time.
A Book of Friendly Counsel for Girls. By SYDNEY COX

In 2 vols, post 8vo, 1 Is.

The Modern Pedagogue.
By J. RHYS.

In 3 vols. post 8vo.

The Romance of Cleaveside.
A NOVEL.

By the Author of &quot; Ruth Baynard s
Story,&quot;

&quot;

Mary Eaglestone s Lover,&quot; &c.

In 8 vols. post 8vo.

Raymond :

An Exceptional Biography.

By HARRY MORELAND.

In foolscap 4to, Facsimile Lithograph.

Master Charlie : being the Autobiography of a

Child six years of age.

In 1 vol. post 8vo., 10s. 6d.

Reginald Vane.
A Story of Military Life.

By E. TUDOR RISK, R.M., Lt. Inf.
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In 1 vol. post 8vo., 10s. 6d.

Capital Punishment.
A TALE OF THE NINETEENTH CENTURY.

By Mrs. HODGSON,

In 3 vols. post 8vo.

A Wife and Not a Wife.
A NOVEL.

By CYRUS REDDING.

In 3 vols. post 8vo.

Mynchin.
A Novel. By an Unknown Author,

In 3 vols. post 8vo.

The Gowers of Glenarne.
A NOVEL.

By DAVID RICE.

Iu 3 vols.

The Fortune of Fairstone.

A NOVEL.

By R. WHIELDON BADDELEY,
Author of &quot; Two to One on the Major,&quot; &c

In 2 vols. post 8vo.

The Heir of Maberly.
A NOVEL.

By H. G. STURKEY, M.D.

In 3 vols., post 8\o.

Adventures of an Arcot Rupee.

By Major Charles F. Kirby, Retired List Madras Army.
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In 3 vols. post 8vo.

The House of Rochfort.
A NOVEL.

By W. PLAIT, author of&quot; Angelo Lyons,&quot;
&quot;

Betty Westminster.&quot;

In 3 vols. post 8vo.

Briars and Thorns.
A NOVEL.

By BLANCHE MARRYATT.
and passions.&quot; Press and tit, James s

Chronicle.
&quot; This lady is endowed with consi

derable creative talent.&quot; - -Bell s Mes
senger.

&quot;Amostentertainmgnovel.&quot; Lon-
-iewing things through the medium don, Review.
of her intellect and reason, and not

j

&quot;The tale is both spiritedly written,
through the mists offeminiiie feelings |

and interesting.&quot; Dispatch.

&quot; We can conscientiously congratu
late Miss Marryatt on having written
this story, and predict for her great
future success.

&quot;

Observer.

&quot;Miss Blanche Marryatt possesses
the rarest gift in woman that of

In 3 vols. post Svo.

The Wife s Peril.
A ROMANCE.

By J. I. LOCKHART.

In 3 vols. post 8vo.

Idols of Clay.
A NOVEL.

By Mrs. GORDON SMYTHIES, Author of &quot;The
Jilt,&quot;

&quot; True to the Last,&quot; &c.

&quot;It will find numerous admirers.&quot;
\ ^

&quot; Lovers of mysterious and exciting
Observer.

j

incident will doubtless bestow on tho

&quot;A book that will arrest and rivet
j
tale warm approval.&quot; Dispatch.

the attention.&quot; Press and St. James s
\

&quot; Mrs. Gordon Smythies has given
Chronicle.

\

us a rich feast of startling sensations.&quot;

&quot; Mrs. Gordon Smythies has indeed
j

London Review.

given us sensational fare.&quot; JohnBull. \

&quot; There are thousands who will read
&quot; Mrs. Gordon Smythies has been

j

Idols of Clay with intense interest.&quot;

very felicitous in the choice of a sub-
| Weekly Times.

ject for her new novel.&quot; Sun.

NEW EDITION, i vol., 4to, with Eightfull-page Engravings^
5s., cloth, bevelled boards.

Barefooted Birdie.

A SIMPLE TALE.
By T. O T.

Edited by CHARLES FELIX, Author of &quot;Velvet Lawn,&quot; &c,
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In post 4to, 7s. 6d., with numerous Illustrations by E. Froment,

The Princess Ilsee.

A Fairy Legend.

In 1 vol. post 4to, 7s. 6d., with Eight full-page Engravings, by A.

The History of Prince Perrypets.
A FAIRY TALE.

In 1 vol. fcp. Svo, 3s. (3d.

The School for Donkies ; or, Great Grandmama s

Workbox.
A BOOK OF FAIRY TALES.

By Mrs. LUSHINGTON.

In 2 vols, post Svo, 9s.

The Young Earl.
A STORY.

By S. S. HAWTREY.

In 1 vol. post 8vo., 10s. 6d., bevelled boards.

Meta s Letters.
A TALE.

By Mrs. ENSELL,
Author of &quot; The Pastor s Family.&quot;

Post4to., 7s. Cd., with Nine Page Illustrations.

The Maiden of the Iceberg.
A TALE, IN VERSE.

By SELINA GAVE,
Author of &quot;

Ivon,&quot; &c.

In 1 vol., fcap. 8vo, 2s. 6d.

The Last Crusader
A POEM.

In Four Cantos.



HISTORY, BIOGRAPHY, ETC.

THE &quot;ALABAMA.

Now ready, in 2 vols. post 8vo, Second Edition, 2-is.

The Cruise of the &quot;Alabama&quot; and the &quot;Sumter.&quot;

From the PRIVATE JOURNALS, &c.,of CAPTAIN SEMMES,
C.S.N., AND OTHER OFFICERS.

With ILLUSTRATIONS, CORRESPONDENCE, &c.

Second Edition.

&quot;They are useful less for the novelty of I

the information which they convey than
j

for authenticating, summarizing, and rue-
]

thodizing numerous little histories that !

have long since been notorious.&quot; Times. \

&quot;The conduct and courage of Captain
Semmes in action Avere worthy of his cause

j

and of his reputation, but the qualities by
j

which he will be hereafter memorable will

rather be thejudgment with which he exe-
|

cutcd his plans. Whether that peace for &amp;lt;

Avhic.h Captain Semmes sighed during the

lonely hours of his cruise comes soon or

late, this at least is certain, that the flag

under which the Alabama cruisedhas con
tributed a memorable episode to the naval

history of the world. &quot;--Saturday Jlevieu .

&quot;A simple, straightforward, and most

interesting narrative of a successful enter

prise, which must always hold a prominent
place in tha annals of naval warfare.&quot;

Press.

&quot;Captain Semmes Journals will do
much not only to keep alive the fame of

the Alabama in our national records, but

to enable English men to appreciate the
character of her daring commander as a
true gentleman and patriot, as well as a

skilful and dashing sailor. The tale of the

gallant &quot;Alabama&quot; will not easily be for

gotten in the memory of Englishmen.&quot;

John Bull.
&quot; We regard the volumes before us,

authentic as they may be deemed in the

source, as a very useful record of a very
memorable episode in naval warfare.&quot;

Globe.
&quot; An authentic account of the career of

Captain Semmes at least so far as it has
been connected with the Alabama and

Sumter, compiled from his private

journals and other papers, cannot fail to

be read with interest both by friend and
foe.

&quot; D ispct tch.
&quot; The name of Captain Semmes has gone

forth into all lands wherever printed news
can penetrate or the trumpet-tongue of

fame is heard. Henceforth the name of

Semmes is historic, and
&quot; 290

&quot;

is a charmed
number.&quot; llhistrated London News.

In 1 vol. post 8vo, with Portrait of the Alabama, 6s.

The Log of the Alabama and the Sumter :

Abridged from the Library Edition of &quot; THE CRUISE OF THE
ALABAMA.

&quot;This volunu will be read with great
interest. Written in a frank, manly, un
affected style.&quot; London Review.

&quot; The Alabama s raid upon the ocean
is presented in a moderate sized volume,
which will be a favourite one in the library
of a man of war.&quot; Churchman.

&quot; In absorbing interest this volume is

not surpassed by any contemporaneous
publ ication.

&quot; Sunday Times.

&quot;We welcome this remarkable narra
tive in its present handsome and conve
nient form. It is abridged from the

library edition, but nothing essential is

omitted, and the circle of its possessors
will now be greatly extended.&quot; Dispatch.

Also a Cheap Edition in boards
^
2s.



In 1 vol. post 8vo.

The War in America. 1863 64.

By EDWARD POLLARD,
Late Editor of the &quot; Richmond Examiner,&quot; now a Prisoner.

&quot; The author has given us the only
connected account which we possess of a

campaign remarkable for the numbers
of those who have perished in its battles.&quot;

Churchman.
&quot; The details of the great conflict are

very instructive.&quot; Observer.
&quot; The volume contains the best con

nected account yet published of the

Western campaigns from the invasion of

Maryland and the battle of Gettysburg,
down to tin last actions before Peters

burg, and of Grant s, Sherman s, and
Bank s campaigns in the West and South
West.

&quot;

.Reader.

&quot;Those who wish to have a bird s-eye

view of the past year s campaigns cannot
do better than peruse this volume.&quot;

Dispatch.
&quot;Mr. Pollard s volume takes a wide

scope. He writes, indeed chiefly of the

war, but he writes as a civilian, and deals

with many political matters which had an
undoubted if an indirect effect on the

campaigns. With all these subjects and
very much more, Mr. Pollard s book ably
deals with.&quot; Standard.

&quot;Of Mr. Pollard s style it may be said

that it is tolerably clear. As a summary
of events, however, this volume may bo
found not entirely useless or unaccept
able.&quot; Daily News.

COMPLETION OF MR. ARNOLD S DALHOUSIE ADMINISTRATION.

In 2 vols. 8vo, 15s. each.

The Marquis of Dalhousie s Adminis

tration of British India.

By EDWIN ARNOLD, M.A., University College, Oxford.

Late Principal, Poonah College ;
and Fellow of the University of

Bombay.
Contents of Vol. I.

The Acquisition and Administration of the Punjaub.

Contents of Vol. II.

The Annexation of Pegu, Nagpore, and Oude, and a General

Review of Lord Dalhousie s Rule in India.

&quot;To those who look with interest on

Indian affairs this work will doubtless

afford considerable gratification. Un
doubtedly the period of Lord Dalhousie s

Administration in India was a brilliant

one.&quot; Morning Adccrtiser.

&quot;Of the work as a whole it would be

impossible to express any judgment
which was not highly favourable. It is

full of information ;
it is almost every

where guided by the calm and impartial

spirit of a true historian ;
its style is

always vigorous and sometimes brilliant.

It is indeed a timely and a valuable con

tribution to the History of British India.&quot;

Morning Star.

&quot;Mr. Arnold does ample justice to the

gutsp of Lord Dalhousie s mind, the dig

nity of his character, and the generosity
of his heart : and the History* which
tells this strange conversion of scattered

barbarous, corrupt, and oppressed
heathen principalities into a British Ein,-

pire, stands forth with all the splendid
vividness of an historical epic.&quot; Daily
Telegraph.

&quot;Mr. Arnold s work, however, while its

animated style carries the reader on, is a
valuable contribution to the history of the

period with which it is concerned, and his

judgment of Lord Dalhousie s character,
as well as his public policy, seems to

have been formed with impartiality.&quot;

Guardian.



Dedicated, by permission, to the Right Rev. the Lord Bishop of Oxford. In
1 vol. Second and Cheaper Edition, post 8vo,, with Portraits, Maps, and

Illustrations, price 5s.. cloth.

The Universities Mission to East Central Africa,

From its Commencement to its Withdrawal from the Zambezi.

By the Rev. HENRY ROWLEY,
One of the Two Survivors of Bishop Mackenzie s Clerical Staff.

&quot;His (Mr. Rowley s) purpose is ap
parently to vindicate the judgment of

those by whom it (the Mission) was

undertaken, and to preserve a fair re

cord of the efforts which failed to ob
tain a successful result. Probably he
will not materially alter the general

opinion as to the wisdom of the at

tempt. He has indeed illustrated, by
a candid narrative the genuine hero
ism of Bishop Mackenzie and his fol

lowers ;
and if heroism were- the one

thing desirable in missionaries, there

would be little cause for complaint.
As it is, we are rather reminded of

the criticism, It is magnificent, but
it is not war. The missionaries

seem to have hurled themselves as

thoughtlessly against the heathenism
of Africa as the Light Brigade went
in against the Russian Artillery at

Balaclava.
&quot;

Saturday Review.
&quot;All our readers who have taken

any interest and which of them has
not ? in the Central African Mission,
or in the noble life and heroic death
of Bishop Mackenzie, should make a

point of reading this book. It will

probably modify in many respects
the opinions they may have formed
about that grand but calamitous en

terprise from the imperfect and frag
mentary information which is all that
has been hitherto in their hands. Mr.

Rowley is an excellent writer, simple,
and direct, he tells us exactly what
we want to know, in language which

nobody can mistake, while his des

criptions of natives and scenery show
that he is a man of acute and accu
rate observation, with a strong feeling
for the picturesque, and an unusual

power of communicating his impres
sions.&quot; Guardian.

&quot; Those who look with the greatest
coldness on missionary efforts can

scarcely deny if they will take the

pains to read this book that Bishop
Mackenzie and his noble army of

martyrs did good service in Central
Africa. As a piece of literary work
Mr. Rowley s book is well done ;

it is

free from the unskilful arrangement
and wearisome iteration which have
marred the value of several books of

African travel. The style is manly,
clear, and xinaffected

;
the author is

modest and reticent about his own
achievements, and writes with uni

form good temper and forbearance.

The woodcuts, chiefly from Mr. Row
ley s own sketches, form an attrac

tive adjunct to the text.&quot; Times.
&quot; Mr. Rowley s volume is an excel

lent account of a corner of the world

absolutely unknown except from Dr.

Livingstone having passed through
it.&quot; Westminster Review.

&quot; The volume is a readable and in

teresting one. Mr. Rowley has told

the whole story well, showing judg
ment, taste, snd feeling. His book is

much superior to the ordinary Mission

books.&quot; A thenceum.
&quot; To those who delight to hear of

cheerful endurance of hardship- real

hardship, famine, war, and pestilence
of honest endeavours to raise the

savage out of his degraded condition

of steadfast faith rising over every
obstacle, this book will be deeply
interesting.&quot; Church Times.

&quot; Mr. Rowley has done excellent

service in writing this book. In tone
and spirit it rises superior to any
thing of the sort with which we are

acquainted ;
and we shall be very

much mistaken if the nonsense that

has found favour on the subject of the
African race through the representa
tions of mere travellers and men of

the world, and the crude theories of

anthropologists and so-called &quot; men
of science,&quot; does not receive its q;ii-

etus from the circulation of this intel

ligent and undoubtedly truthful mis

sionary book,&quot;- Churchman.



&quot;Written in a plain, scholar-
like style, and bears the stamp of

high principle and intelligence. A
book so written could not fail to be

interesting, and it is interssting.&quot;

Church Review.
&quot;It is impossible to peruse this

work without the deepest admiration
for the noble men who composed it

(the Mission) ;
their constancy, their

hopefulness, their unwearied labour,
and the cheerfulness with which they
bore the terrible trials to which they
were exposed, are beyond all

praise.&quot;

Standard.
&quot;

It is impossible to read this book
without a feeling of pride at belong
ing to the nation which sent forth
such brave and generous men, and of

regret that such valuable lives should
have been lost in so hopeless a cause.
And yet, as Mr. Rowley well says,
their lives have not been squandered
in vain. The book which he has writ
ten is peculiarly valuable at the pre
sent moment, when there is a dispo
sition in high places to maintain that
black is the colour of the devil, and
that every thing black is evil. That
Africa abounds in wild beasts we
know most savage countries do
but that its inhabitants are not all

wild beasts, as some travellers would
have us believe, is more than proved
by the interesting story of the Uni
versities Mission to Central Africa.&quot;

Pall Mall Gazette.

&quot;In spite of the sad details with
which it abounds, the general impres
sion which Mr. Rowley s book leaves

upon the mind, is that mission work

amongst the African races is as hope
ful as amongst the heathen of any
other country.&quot; Mission Life.

&quot; Mr. Rowley s work is cheifly a
stirring account of travel and camp
life, but it has the additional charm
which the high motives of those en

gaged in it naturally affords. The
many disasters, the famine, the sick

ness, the frequent deaths which befell
them all are touchiugly described

;

while the patience and courage of the
whole company are sufficiently evi
dent

;
the good and even beautiful

qualities which appear in many of the
natives receive full justice. &quot;Mission

Field.
&quot; Besides the interest which must

attach to the plain narrative by an
eye-witness, of facts which we have
so often discussed, the volume is in
itself one of no ordinary merit. It is

by far the most interesting and read
able book of missionary travels which
has for a long time past met our eye.
The genial sympathy of the writer
with all nature, and more especially
with human nature the judicious
omission of the mere details of every
day routine, which makes most book s

of travel so wearisome and the
breadth of view and gentle spirit
which pervade every page all con
tribute to this end; and it is alto

gether so graphic, unpretending, and
natural, that at its close we can
scarce tell whether the skill of the

writer, or the tragic interest which

belongs to its subject, lends it the

greater charm.
&quot;

Ecclesiastic.

In 1 vol. post 8vo, 3s. 6d.

The Right Hon. W. E. Gladstone, M.P.,

A POLITICAL REVIEW.

By R. MASHEDER, B.A., Author of &quot; Dissent and Democracy.

In 2 vols. post 8vo, 21s.

The Soldier of Three Queens.
A Narrative of Personal Adventure.

By CAPTAIN HENDERSON.
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In 1 vol/Sro. 18s.

The History of the Cotton Famine,
FROM THE FALL OF SUMTER TO THE PASSING OF

THE PUBLIC WORKS ACT.

By R. ARTHUR ARNOLD.
Mr. Arnold s 600 pages are filled with

facts and figures arranged in a lucid popu-
ar style, and from the great and perma
nent importance of the subject will be read
with interest.&quot; Times.

&quot; The story of the cotton famine, as told

by Mr. Arnold, has all the interest of a
romance ; the statistics, the figures, the

reports of Mr. Farnall, the weekly returns
of the Board of Guardians, are all so many
threads of interest in the story. The book
is well put together, cai efully, and with a
fairness and candour which entitle the
author to high praise.&quot; Athenaeum.

&quot; It traces in a clear and succinct man
ner th steps which were taken to meet a

nationa calamity, as soon as the prospects
of the cotton supply became darkened.&quot;

Observer.
11 Mr. Arnold baa put together all the

facts with lucid minuteness, and enabled

his readers to recall all the details of a

struggle which reflected .honour on^Bri-
tish administration.&quot; Spectator.

&quot; We acknowledge the substantial merits
of Mr. Arnold s work. He discusses with
fairness, with temper, and we think with
substantial justice, the various question
which arose and became matter of contro

versy during the famine.&quot; London Review.

&quot;We congratulate Mr. Arnold on his

having added a very valuable contribution
to contemporary history. He has evi

dently bestowed very considerable pains
in the collection of his facts, and arranged
them in lucid order. His narrative has
the merit of fidelity and of being free from
partiality. It is complete in statement,
and will always remain a standard book of
reference with regard to the highly inte

resting events which it records.&quot; Herald.

Also a New and Cheaper Edition, I vol. post 8m, $s. 6d.

41 Contains much valuable information.&quot;

Star.

&quot;A valuable and comprehensive work.&quot;

Ditpatch.
&quot;These authentic records are most in

teresting, exhibiting as they do the un-

paralled success which attended the

proceedings adopted to meet what at one
time threatened to become an overwhelm
ing calamity.&quot; Observer.

In 1 vol. post Svo, Second Edition, 6s.

The Danes in Camp :

LETTERS FROM SONDERBORG.
By the Honourable AUBERON HERBERT.

&quot; This is a pleasantly written book, be
cause it is exactly what it professes to be.

Mr. Herbert s book is satisfactory to read,
because it presents so strange a contrast
to the average of the literary class to which
he belongs. Its merit is that it is written
because its author wishes to tell what he
has seen and fell, and not because he
wishes to produce an article that will sell.

There arc many lively and striking pas-
gages.&quot; Saturday Review.

&quot;The letters are well and gracefully
written ; they.teem with interesting inci

dents and narrations ; there is about them
an air of probity, which instantly im
presses the reader with the conviction
that they contain only the truth ; and all

this is mingled withV good humour and
moderation that win&quot; our confidence and
deserve our respect.&quot; Daily News.

&quot;Mr. Herbert is an agreeable, manly
writer, and English readers will respond
gratefully to the generous sympathy and
admiration which he expresses for., the

inhabitants of the little kingdom.&quot;

Athenceum.
&quot; These interesting letters are dedicated

to the writer s mother, the Countess Dow
ager of Carnarvon. They place the events
of the siege graphically before the reader,
in simple but forcible language. All that
Mr. Herbert says claims our most careful

attention.&quot; Reader.



Cheap Edition, in 1 vol. post 8vo., Is. 6d.

The Davenport Brothers :

A BIOGRAPHY OF IRA ERASTUS DAVENPORT AND
WILLIAM HENRY DAVENPORT, commonly known

as the &quot;BROTHERS DAVENPORT.&quot;

With an Account of Eleven Years of Preternatural Pheno
mena and Extraordinary Physical and Psychical

Manifestations.

By T. L. NICHOLS, M.D.,
Author of &quot;

Forty Years in America,
1

&c.

&quot; The book is replete with adventures
calculated, we have no doubt, to produce
in England effects similar to those ex
perienced in America.&quot; Observer.

&quot; We commend this volume to our
readers. Dr. Nichols had a difficult task,
but it could not have been performed
better.&quot; Herald.

&quot;The book which Dr. Nichols has

published is precisely what Is wanted
Short, simple, and clear : not pretending
to explain, hardly, indeed, discussing the
question as to whether explanation is

possible ; as fair a narrative written by a
believer as could possibly be this volume
commends itself to all. None can pos
sibly find it dull.&quot; Standard.

In 1 large vol. 8vo., the Second Edition, price 21 a.

Australian Explorations.
JOHN McDOUALL STUART S JOURNALS OF EXPLO

RATIONS IN AUSTRALIA from 1858 to 1862.

Edited by WILLIAM HARDMAN, M.A., F.R.G.S., &c.

Illustrated with a Portrait of the author, and 12 Page Engravings
on Wood, drawn by George French Angas, from Sketches
taken during the Expedition, and accompanied by a

carefully-prepared Map of the Explorer s Route across
the entire Continent.

ing his life so lightly so that his duty
might bo done.&quot; Globe.

&quot; These journals abound in interesting
information, and have a special charm as

living records of what the discoverer has
seen and done.&quot; Examiner.

&quot;We can commend the book to the
careful perusal of those who uiisli vto
appreciate something of the futurd

&quot;

of
Australia.&quot; Morning Star.

&quot;The conductor of the expedition has
earned lasting fame for the sterling quali
ties which he proved himself to possess.
Throughout the toilsome journeys of
which he has given a minute and graphic
account, he evinced every qualification
whic.h should characterise the leader of
such expeditions.&quot; Morning Post.

&quot; A very large and valuable addition to
our geographical knowledge of Australia.&quot;

Observer.
&quot;

Worthy of being ranked amongst the
most important in tho History of Austra
lian discovery.&quot; Morning Advertiser.

&quot; To dilate on the value of the work to
the rery large number who are directly
or indirectly interested in Australian

progress is superfluous.&quot; Dispatch.
&quot;

It is impossible to refrain from the

strongest admiration of the narrative,

given in his own Journal, in which so
much unpretending unconscious heroism
is evinced, *uch simple devotion to the
end of his enterprise : thankfulness, not
kelflaudation at its accomplishment, holcl-
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2 vols. post 8vo, with an Introduction and Appendices, 21s.

Secret History of a Polish Insurrection

By H. SUTHERLAND EDWARDS,
Late Special Correspondent of the Times in Poland,

In 2 vols. post Svo, with Portrait, 21s.

Belle Boyd in Camp and Prison.

Written by HERSELF.
With an INTRODUCTION by a FRIEND OF THE SOUTH.

Her memoirs are very ably and grar&amp;gt;
h

cally written. They are useful so far as

they exemplify the difference between
American and English society.&quot; Morning
Port.

&quot;

Belle Boyd in Camp and Prison is

one of those books into which the whole
soul and spirit of the writer has evidently
passed which are too earnest for artistic

construction, too real and heartfelt either
for self concealment or self display.&quot;

Saturday Review.
&quot;To say that these volumes are inte

resting would be far short of the truth.

They are perfectly thrilling, and we
strongly recommend all our readers
whichever side they take of the contro

versy, to get them and judge for them
selves.&quot; John Bull.

&quot; Linked for ever with the story of that
fatal American war is the name of Belle

Boyd, and this book, written by herself,

possesses such deep interest of wonder
and truth, that it cannot fail of general
acceptance and popularity. Belle Boyd
in Camp and Prison is the book of the
season.&quot; Court Circular.

&quot; Belle Boyd s book will be read with

interest, and will no doubt make a great
sensation.&quot; Observer.

&quot; The contents of these volumes are

extremely interesting. &quot;Reader.

&quot;It is pleasantly and on the whole
modestly written.&quot; Index.

&quot;Belle Boyd s adventures surpass the

best contrived fictions of our most popu
lar writers.&quot; Morning Advertiser.

&quot; Will i* read with avidity.&quot; Sunday
Times.

&quot;Full of vivid glimpses of the late

war.&quot; Globe.

&quot;In these volumes we have from her

own pen the story of her daring deeds, her

hairbreadth escapes and her unmerited

sufferings. A narrative of extreme in

terest, all the more attractive because

natural and unaffected.&quot; London Review.

&quot;The book is one which is certain to

obtain popularity, and to be speedily in

the hands of most readers. Churchman.
&quot; Possesses high claims to attention.&quot;

Literary Gazette.

&quot;The book is undoubtedly a remarka
ble one.&quot; Dispatch.

&quot;Miss Belle Boyd (now Mrs. Hardinge)
may fairly claim a niche beside those
earlier heroines ; having in one respect
even a better right to the name of warrior
than any of them, since she actually re

ceived a regular commission as Captain
in the Confederate Army, and wa.s

attached to Stonewall Jackson s staff as
one of his aides-de-camp.&quot; Evening
Standard.

&quot; The story of the adventures, misfor

tunes, imprisonments, and persecutions of

Mrs. Hardinge, better known as Belle

Boyd, will do much to relieve the Federals
of the stigma under which they have been

labouring of treating their prisoners with
harshness and brutality.&quot; Post.

&quot;Belle Boyd may well be contented
with the recollection that in the fearful

struggle which is now terminated she

Sayed no inglorious part.&quot; Morning
erald.

Doubly attractive, not only as telling
a tale of deeds of daring skilfully exe

cuted, and dangers and hardships cou
rageously confronted and endured, far

surpassing in interest the wildest imagi
nation of the sensation novelist.&quot; Stan
dard.

&quot;Modestly and simply written and we
think our readers will rise from the peru
sal with a true sympathy for its fair

writer.&quot; Guardian.
&quot; The name of Belle Boyd is well known

to all who took an interest in^tlie late

civil war in America.&quot; London Review.

&quot; There are few persons conversant
with the American correspondence of our

leading Journals during the late awful

struggle of the South against the North,
to whom the name of Belle Boyd, the
Rebel Spy, is not known.&quot; Young Eng
lishwoman.
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Vol. III. 8vo, completing the work, 21s.

The History of the Church of England,
From the DEATH OF ELIZABETH to the PRESENT TIME

By the Rev. GEORGE G. PERRY, M.A.

Rector of Waddington, late Fellow and Tutor of Lincoln College.
Oxford.

&quot;Written in an easy style, and in a

moderate, sensible spirit. Mr. Perry is,

apparently, a good Churchman, belonging
to no party, and desirous of doing justice
to Nonconformists as well as to opposing
achools in the Church.&quot; Reader.

&quot; A most useful and ably written work.
The spirit in which the whole question of

Church history is treated is highly credi

table to the author, and throughout exhi

bits liberal, enlightened, and tolerant

views.
&quot;

Observer.

&quot;The whole makes a pleasant and
readable history of the period chronicled.

Mr. Terry manifests a desire to maintain

the sound doctrine and discipline of the
Church. &quot; E ngl isli Chu rchman.

&quot; Our author never shirks any portion
of work which fairly belongs to him ; and
above all, he has no bias but for the broad
plain truth. Mr. Perry s work must taka
its place as the companion of Southey
and Short, not only in the Library of

every theological student, but every
reader of history.&quot; Herald.

&quot; This valuable and important work is

now complete, and Mr. Perry has the
honour of filling up what has long been

wanting in our ecclesiastical literature.&quot;

Clericd Journa,

THE REV. S. C. MALAN.
In 1 vol. Crown 8vo. 4s. cloth.

Ritualism.

By the Rev. S. C. MALAN, M.A., of Balliol College, Oxford,
and Vicar of Broadwindsor.

In 1 vol. Crown 8vo., 5s.

Sermons,

By GABRIEL, Bishop of IMERETH.
On Faith, Eternal Punishment, and other Subjects. To which are added, bj
the same Author, an Exposition of the Lord s Prayer, and of the Beautitudes.

Translated and Edited from the Georgian, by the Rev. S. C. MALAN, M. A.,

Vicar of Broadwindsor.

In 1 vol. crown 8vo. 6s.

A History of the Georgian Church.
Translated from the Russian of P. IOSELIAN, by the Rev. S. C.

MALAN, M.A., Vicar of Broadwindsor.
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In 1 vol. post 8vo, bevelled edges, 9s., cloth.

Thoughtful Moments.
By ONE OF THE PEOPLE.

Contents 1. The Lord s Prayer 2. Leaders thoroughly Furnished 3. Fear of Con
sequences 4. Confronted Despondency 5. The Night Cometh 6. The Desire of
Nations 7. Moses and Daniel 8. The Goodness of God 9. Wisdom always Justified

10. Perplexities Divinely Dispelled 11. Distasteful Bliss 12. Sunday 13. The
Chief Musician 14. Apologia.

A thoughtful book, highly suggestive
of important matter to both clergy and
aity.&quot; Clerical Journal.

&quot;The author has the merit of stating
his views with clearness and ability.&quot;

Star.

Price 8d. and Is.

Parish Hymn Book.
Edited by the Rev. H. W. Beadon, the Rev. Greville Phillimore,

and the Rev. James Russell Woodford.

1 vol. small 8vo, antique, 7s. 6d.

Sermons,
By the late Rev. C. T. ERSKINE, M.A.

Incumbent of St. Michael s, Wakefield. With a Memoir of his Life,

and a preface by the Bishop of Brechin.
&quot;The Sermons are far above the average

of such compositions, and in many parts

they are remarkable for the originality of

thought which they possess. A devout
and reverent spirit, moreover, pervades
every sermon.&quot; Observer.

&quot;Mr. Erskine s Sermons are thirty-one
in number, and they are all interesting.

&quot;

Clerical Journal.

&quot; A work of absorbing interest, and one

which none can well read without feeling

infinitely the better for it. The volume is

got up with singular neatness.&quot; Ch urch

Aeview.
&quot;Mr. Erskine s style is vigorous and

thoughtful. &quot;Literary Chitrchman.

These Sermons will be treasured by
many, and pondered over by many, who
knew the sterling excellence of him by
whom they were written and preached.
The memoir of his life has evidently been
a labour of love, and affectionately depicts
a character which no one can study with
out deriving benefit from it.&quot; Scottish

Guardian.
&quot; The fervour, simplicity, and faith

evinced in these discourses are worthy of

the best age.&quot; Globe.
&quot; Of Mr. Erskine s Sermons we can

hardly speak in too high terms. Calm,
thoughtful, mild, and yet austere, they
are instinct with Catholic truth and Catho
lic faith.&quot; Churchman.

In 1 vol. fcap. 8vo, 5s. 6d.

Ecclesia Vindicata.
A Treatise on Appeal in Matters Spiritual.

~M ,.. By JAMES WAYLAND JOYCE, M.A.,
Author of a &quot;Constitutional History of the Convocation of

the Clergy,&quot; etc.

Is.

Order ofthe Administration of the Lord s Supper;

or, Holy Communion.
With Short Notes and Devotions.
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MISCELLANEOUS.

In 8vo. price 10s. 6d., Second Edition.

The Cotton Trade:
Its Bearing upon the Prosperity of Great Britain and Commerce

of the American Republics considered in Connection with the

System of Negro Slavery in the Confederate States.

By GEORGE McHENRY.
&quot; Contains a mass of information on

most matters at all involved in the origin

of the disruption among the whilom
United States. &quot;Glasgow Courier.

1 vol. post 8vo, illustrated, 12s.

Hunting Tours,
By &quot;CECIL.&quot;

&quot;The book is a contribution to the

subject which has long been wanted, and
which reflects the greatest credit upon
the author for his composition, and the

publishers for their discrimination in

bringing it before the pxiblic in its present
ttractive form.&quot; Sporting Gazette.

&quot;

Hunting Tours will afford interest
and amusement to all classes of readers.
The work is admirably illustrated by E.

Corbet, and beautifully got up both as to

type and binding.&quot; Sporting Review.

&quot; There is scarcely any topic connected
with the hunting field which is not treated
with fulness and force, in Cecil s pictu
resque and animated sketches.&quot; Morning
Post.

&quot; Cecil has performed the task he un
dertook with ability and zeal, and his

Hunting Tours should be found on the li

brary table of every sporting man.&quot; Sun.

&quot; A volume which cannot fail to prove
of much interest to sportsmen, and we
commend it to their especial attention.&quot;

Oxford Journal.
&quot; Contains an immense amount of

valuable information, such as only a
veteran fox hunter of the first order could

supply. Cecil s* pseudonym suffices to

guarantee the excellence of his book.&quot;

Press.
&quot; Written with a masterly knowledge of

its subject
* * * Cecil writes like a

gentleman : there is much that is very
exciting and interesting in his book.&quot;

Daily Xtws.
&quot; Gives particulars respecting the vari

ous packs with which the author has

hunted, narrates the fortunes of their
several masters or whips, and chronicles
here and there the particulars of a re

markably successful run.
&quot; Sunday Times.

In 1 vol. 8vo, half bound, 2 5s.

The Kennel Stud Book,
Containing Lists of the most celebrated Packs of Foxhounds

;
with th&quot;&amp;gt; Pedigrees

of Stud Hounds.

By CORNELIUS TONGUE
(&quot;Cecil&quot;),

Author of &quot;Hunting Tours,&quot; &c.

In 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

Shakspere Weighed in an Even Balance.

By the Rev. ALFRED POWNALL, M.A.,
Vicar ol Trowse Newton and Fakenham, lale Crosse s Theologica

Scholar, Cambridge, &c.
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In Foolscap Svo, cloth, Second Edition, 5s.

The History of a Bit of Bread.
Being Letters to a Child, on the Life of Man and of Animals.

By Jean Macd.
Translated from the French and edited by Mrs. ALFRED GATTY

Author of &quot; Parables from
Nature,&quot; c.

PART I. MAN.
the length and breadth of the British
dominions, since it is one of the very best
of its class that we have met with.&quot; Bell s

Messenger.
&quot;

It exhibits the honest pains, the desire
to please, the vmmistakeable labour, which
characterise all Mrs. Gatty undertakes
for the acceptance of the public.&quot; Press.

&quot; This little book has reached its eighth
edition on the other side of the Channel,
having been adopted by the University
Commission of Paris among their prize
books.&quot; Athenwum.

&quot; Written for children, grown up people
will read it with prolit and pleasure.
Eight editions have made the French
public familiar with the original, aud Mrs.

Gatty has conferred no slight boon on the
English by a translation which faithfully
preserves its best features.&quot; Spectator.

&quot;Mrs. Gatty has here favoured the

public with a volume weighty in its matter,
fascinating in its form, and in its moral
and religiovis tone above all praise.&quot;

London Review.
&quot; This work, especially intended for the

use of the young, explains in a manner
both intelligible and interesting, the

history of life as sustained and supported
in the human race.

&quot;

Dispatch,
&quot; Written in a reverent spirit deserving

of commendation a fact that the name of

the translator alone would guarantee.&quot;

John Bull.
&quot; To Mrs. Gatty great praise is due. * *

* * * The translation seems excellent. A
charming little book.&quot; Church Review.

&quot; Let us commend this pleasant little

book to parents and guardians throughout

Also,
In Foolscap Svo, cloth, 4s. 6d.

PART II. ANIMALS.
Completing

&quot;We had the pleasure of noticing the
)

first part some months ago. We can only i

repeat our words of praise. The fact is I

we cannot praise it enough. Everything
j

which can contribute to a most charming i

and instructive book is here to be found. I

Exquisite humour, a highly moral tone,
most useful instruction what more can
be wanted to make up an acceptable \

book ? The translator has done her work i

so felicitously that the book reads like an i

original production.&quot; Church Review.
&quot; A charming guide to many important

scientific subjects, necessary to be known
;

by all persons aspiring to be considered
well-educated.

&quot;

Clerical Journal.
&quot; As in the first part of this work the I

translator and editress, Mrs. Gatty has I

the Work.
now and then slightly altered the original,
with a view to rendering the illustrations
more intelligible and interesting to the
mind of an English child. We reiterate
the opinion we have already expressed
with regard to the first part ofthe present
work that it -is a valuable little treatise,
containing much that is interesting and
instructive not only to children but to
adults. &quot;London Review.

&quot;

Though especially meant for children,
and adapted to their capacit3

r
, it may

nevertheless be read by their elders with
profit ;

and its compactness, lucidity of

arrangement, and absence of confusing
detail, combined with humorous illustra

tion, makes it extremely readable.&quot;

Dispatch.

Second and revised edition, post Svo, 10s. 6d.

The Gouty Philosopher;
Or, THE OPINIONS, WHIMS, AND ECCENTRICITIES
OF JOHN WAGSTAFFE, ESO., OF WILBYE GRANGE.

By CHARLES~MACKAY.
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In 1 vol. post 8vo. 2s.

Conyers Lea,
Or SKETCHES OF CHARACTER, MILITARY, MAGISTE

RIAL, AND EPISCOPAL.

By CYRIL THORNTON, M.A.

Cheap Edition.

NOVELS.

In 3 vols. post 8vo.

Philo :

A ROMANCE OF LIFE IN THE FIRST CENTURY.
By JOHN HAMILTON, M.A., Cantab.

In 2 vols., post 8vo, 21s.

Hena : or Life in Tahiti.
A NOVEL.

By Mrs. ALFRED HORT.

A NEW NOVEL by the Author of &quot;THE UTTERMOST FARTHING.&quot;

THIRD, or &quot;ATHEN.EUM&quot; EDITION, with Preface and Correspondence.
In 3 vols. post Svo.

VICTORY DEANE.
A NOVEL.

By CECIL GRIFFITH,
Author of &quot;The Uttennost Farthing.&quot;

&quot;A book of power and of promise, ! Victory, and in the fresh and original
and its power is of a true kind.&quot; manner of relation. It is in the cha-
Standard.

It arrests and fascinates the at-

racter of Victoiy that we see the
traces of French influence. There is

tention of the reader.&quot; Herald. I a certain subtle tenderness of dcline-
&quot;

Strongly reminds us of Charlotte
| ation, a certain careful and minute

Bronte s best works.&quot; Globe.
j
analysis, and a steadfast chronicling:

&quot;The charm lies in the treatment, |

of spiritual progress infinitely more
in the perfectly natural characters of

j

after the French school than the
Brand and Margaret, in the pathetic

:

English, and the story gains in in-

humility and simple lovingness of terest thereby.&quot; Saturday Review.
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In 1 vol. post 8vo, 1 s. 6d., bevelled boards.

The Romance of Mary Constant.

Written by Herself.

&quot; A thoroughly healthy book like

this, equally pure in thought and dic

tion, with ample interest, and with
almost every character drawn with a

firm and accurate hand, is a great
boon.&quot; Church and State Review.

&quot;The story is well written from
first to last.&quot; Reader.

In 3 vols. post 8vo.

The Uttermost Farthing.
A NOVEL.

By CECIL GRIFFITH.
The story is one of character, influ

enced by accident, and the psychology of
the thing is detailed and curious, and has,
no doubt, been studied from the life.&quot;

Leader.
A terrible prose tragedy ; but it pre

sents remarkable materials for powerful
writing, and the author has turned them
to the best possible account. &quot;Court

Circular.
&quot; A good and gracefully written novel ;

the plot being cleverly conceived and well
sustained. The strong, passionate, sisterly
love here pourtrayed for an erring and un
fortunate brother is tenderly and faith

fully rendered. The whole book abounds
in passages at once grand, pathetic, and
natural.&quot; John Bull.

&quot; A work of very unusual promise ; in

deed, of more than promise ; for it is

itself, if not the best, decidedly one of the

best, novels of the day. The plot is good
and well worked out, and the characters
drawn with a firm and skilful hand.&quot;

Church and State Review.
&quot; How this, and much more is told, only

a perusal of the story which we have

barely indicated, will show
; the involu

tions and perplexities of feeling and
action, and the revelation of the inner

struggle going on behind, what strikes us
as one of the most painful positions ever

penned.&quot; Globe.
&quot; The author is certainly deserving of

praise for the novelty of plot in this book.
&quot;

Observer.
&quot;The author of The Uttermost Far

thing has written a novel which will

make its readers anxious for another pro
duction of the same pen.&quot; Star.

&quot;Alan Valery s indolent, passionate
character is well drawn. May Valery is

excellently conceived.
&quot;

Press.
&quot; Of The Uttermost Farthing we may

conscientiously say, that taking story,

style, and the skilful manner in which the

plot is worked out together, there are few

existing novels in our language which may
justly be accorded a higher rank.&quot; Sun.

&quot;The book contains some touches of
real feeling.&quot; Guardian.

&quot;Told with considerable power. The
story is an interesting one.&quot; Churchman.

In 3 vols. post 8vo.

Angelo Lyons.
A NOVEL.

By WILLIAM PLATT,
Author of &quot; Yorke House,&quot; &c.

In 3 vols. post 8vo.

Snooded Jessaline ;

Or, The Honour of a House.
A NOVEL.

By MRS. T. K. HERVEY.



In 1 vol. post 8vo, 10s. 6d.

Donnington Hall.
A NOVEL.

By the Rev. F. TALBOT O DONOGHUE,
Author of &quot;

St. Knighton s Keive,&quot; &c.

&quot;This volume contains a very pleasing
story, thoroughly natural in its style and
admirably written. The characters are
well defined, and present a very charming
homely group to the reader s notice.&quot;

Observer.
&quot; A highly entertaining work, and one

in which the reader s interest will seldom
if ever flag. The material itself of which
the story is composed is not rich ; but the

embroidery with which it is overlaid is

tasteful. Many of the characters are hit

off with much skill and effect, and the

picture of the little child wife is singu
larly pleasing.

&quot;

Sunday Times.
&quot;The construction of the tale is simple ;

but its pleasant, unaffected style of narra

tion makes it extremely readable.&quot;

Dispatch.
&quot; Mr. O Donoghue has written a volume

which will be read with pleasure, more
for its sketches of every-day clerical life

than for any interest that gathers round it

as a novel.&quot; Public Opinion.
&quot; A quiet serious story. The tone of the

book throughout is kindly and genial.&quot;

London Review.
&quot;

Donnington Hall is an amusing and
clever book.&quot; Western Morning News.

&quot; The society and scenery of the places
in which the story is laid are described
with the correctness of an artist who
draws from nature. Shipping nd Mer
cantile Gazette.

In 3 vols. post 8vo.

Velvet Lawn.
A NOVEL.

By CHARLES FELIX, Author of &quot;The Netting Hill Mystery.&quot;
&quot;

Strong and pervading interest there

unquestionably is in the story.&quot; Observer.
&quot;A straightforward and workmanlike

story, fairly interesting throughout. Mr.
Felix is evidently a man of ability.&quot;

Header.
&quot;Surh as admire an elaborately con

trived plot, detailed in a fluent and easy
style, will derive much pleasure from the

perusal of the tale.&quot; Dispatch.
&quot;In character as well as incident, Vel

vet Lawn is singularly rich, and it will

unquestionably be a very popular novel.&quot;

Press.

&quot;The plot appears to us to be original,

and is certainly remarkable for its inge
nuity.

&quot; A thenceu m.
&quot; The plot of Velvet Lawn is exceed

ingly well conceived, and the interest never
Hags.&quot; Index.

&quot;It will find many readers, having at
tractions for the more thoughtful as well
as the mere devourers of sensationalism.&quot;

Herald.
&quot; There is a story, and that story is well

told, so that it will command many
readers.&quot; Globe.

&quot;

It rises far above the ordinary run of
novels.&quot; Daily News.

In 3 vols. post 8vo.

Rington Priory.
A NOVEL. By ETHEL HONE.

&quot; The moral is unobjectionable.&quot; Athe-
ncnum.

&quot;A very excellent novel of its class.

Written with a natural force which sug
gests very little effort, it is free from affec

tation or strained effects.&quot; Reader.
&quot;Reminds us of Emma , and Sense

and Sensibility, Pride and Prejudice,
and the rest of that mildly brilliant con-
tellition.&quot; Globe.

&quot;

Rington Priory is an interesting
story, with anairof truthfulness.&quot; Press.

&quot;The incidents, conversations, and plot
are eminently natural and interesting :

and the entire tone of the novel so perfectly
healthy, that we consider it a positive relief
from the morbid works with which the
modern press so almost uniformly teems.

Star.
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In 2 vols. post 8vo.

Mr. Christopher Katydid (of Casconia).
A TALE.

Edited by MARK HEYWOOD.
&quot;There are marks of cleverness in this

tale. The author gives evidence of ability.&quot;

Athaiceum.
&quot;The reader may derive much enter

tainment from a series of clever sketches

relating to persons, customs, and scenery,

partly American, partly Euglish.&quot; Ob
server.

&quot;Quaint in construction and singular in

manner, may be taken as a true definition

of this American story ; the plot is amus-

ng.&quot; Hell s Messenger.

&quot; There are some pleasant descriptions
of country scenery, and the story is very
amusing.

&quot;

Star.
&quot; Reveals to us some new and curious

habits of life.&quot; Daily News.
&quot; The work has merits, and is not unde

serving of perusal. It is a thoroughly
trans-Atlantic tale, and the heroes and
heroines whom it describes are refreshingly
different from those of our native romance.&quot;

London Review.

1 vol. post 8vo.

Passages in the Life of an Old Maid.
&quot;

Certainly above the average.&quot; Morn
ing Post.

* Full of interest and detailed in a lively

natural style.&quot; Sun.
&quot; The style of writing is easy, and often

amusing.&quot; 1 llustrated News.

In 3 vols. post 8vo.

Percy Talbot.
A NOVEL/

By GEORGE GRAHAM.
Author of &quot; Carstone Rectory,&quot; &c.

Mr. Graham s style is varied and
sparkling yet always clear and perspicuous.
His descriptions are easy and pleasing ;

his characters are well conceived, and all

live and breathe. There is a great fresh

ness pervades the entire work, and it

possesses a literary merit which will

stand a comparison with almost any work
of the day. We unhesitatingly recommend
the book to our readers, and shall be glad

again to encounter its author in a field

in which he has already acquitted himself
so well, and in which we are prepared to

anticipate for him further and more
signal triumphs.&quot; Sunday Times.

&quot;We have here a powerfully written

tale. There is no overcrowding of the

canvass, the secondary figures come in

as mere accessories to .three principal ac

tors in the terrible drama. The mixture
of good and evil in Percy Talbot is well

chosen.&quot; John Bull.
&quot;

Percy Talbot is a novel that will, we
feel certain, lind many warm admirers.

Mr. Graham has unquestionable talents

for making a successful novel-writer, and

produces quite a dramatic effect in

his descriptive passages. Some of his

characters, too, are excellent, both as to

the conception and carrying out, alto

gether it is a story that will carry away
most readers by its somewhat impetuous
style and interesting well-sustained plot.&quot;

Observer.

Written witli a considerable knowledge
of character. The book has great and
growing interest, and the attention of the
reader is rivetted as he turns over the

pages. The dialogue throughout the book
is exceedingly well done, and it cannot
be doubted that the novel will be a great
favourite at all the libraries, and indeed
wherever it is read.&quot; Morning Star.

&quot;The style is vigorous and well sus
tained throughout. The principles of this
book are unexceptionable, and its literary
execution very satisfactory.

&quot; A theneeuin
&quot; Written in a pleasant style, and with

the best intentions. The Author never
sins against the laws of good manners
and he is evidently well acquainted with
the usages of society. He appears to be
actuated by strong but kindly feelings,
and the book bears the impress ofgenuine
earnestness. It is one which may be
safely recommended to families, and it is

likely to become a favourite with an
immense class.&quot; London Keview.



In l.vol. post 8vo, 10s. 6d.

The Netting Hill Mystery.

Compiled by CHARLES FELIX,
Author of &quot;Velvet Lawn/ etc.

&quot; Much ingenuity is displayed in fram

ing such of the circumstances as may
credibly be supposed to have actually
existed.&quot; Header.

&quot;The chain of evidence is traced

throughout with great minuteness, and
the whole narrative is well calculated to

awaken and sustain the interest of the
reader.

&quot;

Observer.
&quot; This book is a singular and not wholly

unsuccessful attempt to enlist the atten
tion of the reader by the simple yet subtle

analysis of crime. In doing so Mr. Felix
reminds us, not unfavourably, of some of
the prose writings^ of Edgar Poe. It is a

strange story strangely told.&quot; Churchman.
&quot; We have seldom read anything more

ingenious than the manner in which the
circumstantial detail of the crime or

crimes supposed to form the Netting

Hill Mystery are narrated. Few more
thoroughly mysterious, remarkable, and,
we may add, more tantalising works have
ever issued from the press.&quot; Sunday
Times.

&quot; Among narratives of the mysterious,
but circumstantial order, this is entitled

to high rank.
&quot; D iapalch.

&quot;To all whom a chain of intricate and
peculiar evidence will interest we recom
mend this book, which surpasses anything
in the same style we have met since Edgar
Poe presented the world with his tales of
the imagination.&quot; Court Circular.

&quot;

It is a good specimen of the sensa
tional story, of which the entire interest

consists, not in the characters which are

scarcely indicated but in the strangeness
of the incidents and the complication of

the plot.&quot; Guardian.

In vols. post 8vo.

Aubrey Court,

A NOVEL.

By FRANK LYFIELD.
&quot; There are the mnk!np;s

&amp;gt;V1f n good story
in Aubrey Court.

&quot; John Lull.

&quot;Whoever wishes to pass an agreeable
nour or two, under the influence of light

reading, free from violent spasmodic situa

tions, may gratify his taste very largely

by taking up Mr. Ly field s clever speci
men of fiction. Not only will pleasant
writing be met with, but a plot will be
discovered which preserves its unities

throughout and terminates, as it had
proceeded, very naturally. We know not
whether Aubrey Court is a first speci
men of authorship ; but if it be so, it

gives not a few indications of intelligence
and cleverness which may speedily be
turned to considerable advantage.&quot; Hell s

Messenger.
&quot; Too much praise cannot be awarded

to the author of Aubrey Court for the
excessive care and attention he has shown
in working out his plot. The story never

flags from beginning to end ;
and if this be

the first novel from MrTLy field s pen, the

public may look forward to even a greater
treat when next he comes^before them.&quot;

Morning Pott.

&quot;Wo have read every page of it with

pleasure. It is a healthy, pure, interest

ing novel, conveying pleasant scenes of

life at home and abroad, in good, plain,

idiomatic English ; and to say thus much
is to raise Aubrey Court to a height

immeasurably above that occupied by the

large majority of English works of fiction.

Sunday Times.
&quot;The moral tone of the book is un

impeachable. Aubrey Court is of more
than average merit.&quot; Churchman.

&quot; The characters are so skilfully drawn,
and the style is at once so lively and so

genial, that the tale cannot fail to be

read with pleasure by such as possess

healthy literary taste, and recognise the

conscientiousness with which the author
strives to copy nature.&quot; Dispatch.



In 3 rols. post 8vo.

M a c a r i a.

A NOVEL.
By AUGUSTA J. EVANS,
Author of &quot;Beulah,&quot;c.

c tone is high, the language chaste
and pure, the characters noble, and the

purpose laudable.&quot; Bell s Messenger.
&quot;The work is written with much abi

lity, and striking incidents follow each
other in such rapid succession that the
interest is sustained throughout.&quot;

Morning Advertiser.
&quot; In many respects the book is pleasing

and the style is often forcible, and the
moral tone is unobjectionable.&quot; Observer

&quot; Written in an earnest and enthusiastic
tone. As another evidence of the strong
emotions which animate the hearts of the
women of the South, and which of them
selves are sufficient to proclaim the
deathless endurance of the struggle for

Southern independence, Macaria has
an interest peculiarly its own. &quot; Sun.

&quot; Much that is really noble and excel

lent. The picture drawn by Miss Evans

of the heroic deeds, the self-abnegation,
of man and woman in the struggle, cannot
but excite our admiration, and there is

much power of actual description, espe
cially in her account of the little vessel
which runs the blockade into Mobile.&quot;

Globe.
&quot; The author s heart is evidently in her

work, and many portions of it are marked
by an eloquent earnestness which cannot
fail to enlist the sympathy of her readers.
No slight amount of artistic feeling also
is displayed in it.&quot; Dispatch.

&quot; Macaria is a remarkable book, and
one of undeniable power; full of the
impulsive, fiery, demonstrative spirit of
the Southern States. Passages of real

pathos and sublimity abound in it. The
book gives a vivid picture of the self-

sacrifice and patriotic devotion which
animate the Confederacy.&quot; Guardian.

In 2 vols. post 8vo.

Uncle Angus.
A NOVEL.

By MARY S. G. NICHOLS.
Author of &quot; Uncle John,&quot; Agnes Morris,&quot; &c.

&quot;Written in a kindly pleasant tone,
the characters are natural and well

drawn, and upon the whole there is much
to praise and little ttr find -fault with; and
it is a book that rn^j^vWflr confidence m-
placed in the hands of youthful readers.&quot;

Observer.

&quot;A very pleasant, genial, and clever

story. We must leave our readers to

become acquainted with it themselves,

quite sure that they will not repent the
trouble. &quot;Dispatch.

&quot;Genial, clever, and interesting.&quot;

Bell s Messenger.
&quot;The chief merit of this novel lies in

the delicate perception of character dis

played by the author, and in the skill

with which the incidents of the story are

made to develope the peculiarities of the
actors. A book which is very charming
indeed.

&quot;

Morning Post.

&quot;Glimpses of feeling.and indications of
character which show what the writer

might do.&quot; Globe.-... ...,- ,

&quot; A decidedly amusing novel.&quot; Reader.
&quot; A readable and a pleasant book.&quot;

Sunday Times.
&quot; Uncle Angus will be read with

pleasure. Mrs. Nichols evidently knows
what she is about in novel-writing, and
very cleverly contrives to make a good
story out of simple materials. There is a

great deal ofclever portraiture inthebook.&quot;
&quot; Uncle Angus has great interest, and
will doubless be favourably thought of

by all by whom it is read.&quot; Sfar^..^ ,..^VH

1 vol. post 8vo. 5s.

Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife.

By the Author of &quot;PAUL FERROLL.&quot; Fourth Edition.
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TALES, ETC.

Foolscap 8vo, with Illustrations, 2s. 6d.

Barefooted Birdie.
A SIMPLE TALE.

By T. OT. f

Edited by CHARLES FELIX, Author of &quot;Velvet Lawn,&quot; &c.
&quot; We cannot recommend a better pro-

Kent than Barefooted Birdie, a simple
tale for Christmas.&quot; John Bull.

&quot; We can give this tale our very highest
praise.&quot; Church Review.

&quot;The whole story is like a gleam of

bright sunshine and summer weather just
stealing in upon the cold fogs and winds
of Christmas, and telling of brighter days
to come in spring and summer, and of

brighter seasons still in the far-off golden
land, where they need no candle nor
light of the sun, to which Birdie and
her little brother Steevie won their happy
way.&quot; Standard.

&quot;

It is a story such as all little people
who rejoice in a book at the chimney
corner will find just to their heart s con
tent, and in which older and graver
readers will find many a touch of true

poetry and pathos. Birdie will be read

by many, and must please all who are
worth pleasing and care to be pleased.
We have had nothing so good since
Andersen s Little Match Girl, of whom
1 Birdie reminds us.&quot; Herald.

&quot; Full of true, hearty, Christian feeling,

thoroughly sound and healthy in tone, and
altogether a book which we can most cor

dially recommend.&quot; Church & State Ilev.

In 1 vol. post 8vo, bevelled edges, 6s., cloth.

The Staff Surgeon ;

Or, LIFE IN ENGLAND AND CANADA.
A Story. By E. S. T.

scattered through various parts of the
narrative are to be found some truthful
and life-like descriptions of scenes both
in this country and in Canada.&quot; Observer.

&quot;A thoroughly readable novel. The
story is highly interesting, and some of
the characters exceedingly well drawn.&quot;

Star.

&quot; A pretty, interesting story, pleasantly
told, and distinguished by a quiet grace.
It is in another sense a charming book,
delightful to look at, to read or to touch.&quot;

Court Circular.
&quot;The tale is fluently written, and con

tains some pleasant descriptive passages.&quot;

Dispatch.

&quot;Pleasantly and genially written
;
and

In 1 vol. small 8vo, 3s. 6d.^

Life s Paths.
A TALE OF OUR OWN DAY.

By the Author of
&quot; Gentle Influence,&quot;

&quot; Amy s Trials,&quot; &c.

With Frontispiece.
&quot; We seldom remember coming across

storjr with less
&quot;

sensation&quot; in it, and

yet BO really interesting. Some very
valuable lessons arc taught in an emi

nently natural manner. The different

characters are 1
.very well drawn. We

Buspect several are studied from real

life.&quot; Church*m Revieu&amp;gt;,

&quot; Life s Paths may be safely recom

mended, and that which it professes to
aim at it successfully works out, and that
is no slight thing to say of any book in

these days.
&quot;

CliU rchm&n.
&quot;A well intentioned, conscientiously

written book, wherein it is impossible to
find anything objectionable.&quot; Mrng.Post.

&quot;The tale is pleasing and refined.&quot;

Globe.



In 1 vol. post 8vo, elegantly bound, 7s. 6d.

Tales at the Outspan ;

Or, Adventures in the Wild Regions of Southern Africa.

By CAPTAIN A. W. DRAYSON,
Author of &quot;

Sporting Scenes in South Africa, &c,
New and Cheaper Edition,

Illustrated with numerous Woodcuts.
&quot; To read about adventures with wild

beasts is always pleasant ;
in fact, there

is an idea in the youthful mind that
lions and tigers were created specially to
furnish material for exciting stories, and
in very truth Captain Drayson gives us
adventure enough and tells us as much
in one volume as we have a right to look

for, about lions and leopards, elephants
and buffaloes, not to speak of those more
savage animals called Kaffirs.&quot; Herald.

Tales at the Outspan will be found
an admirable Gift Book. The binding is

so rich, the illustrations are so very good,
and above all the tales are so enthralling,
that every reader, be he manor boy, will

delight in the volume.&quot; Standard.
&quot; We are happy to see that this volume

has reached a second edition. It is a
boy s book of the very best kind, a book
of adventure, peril, and excitement, per
vaded by a most healthful flavour of

exertion, and enterprise, and self denial.
&quot;

Spectator.
&quot;

Among the most pleasant books that
have been written on South African ad
venture is this by Captain Drayson,
inasmuch as it is not a mere record of
wild beast butchery, but describes stir

ring combats with these by no means
contemptible foes, and the savage native
tribes .&quot; Dispatch .

In 1 vol., post 8vo, 10s:6d

Tangles and Tales.
Being the RECORD OF A TWELVEMONTH S IMBROGLIO.

By E. C. MOGRIDGE.
cimo volumes are so common in the pack
of the Diocesan book-hawker, and are so

appreciated by the purchasers from it
* * * * Some of these tales are of far

more than average merit, and they are all

of them very readable ;
and any one who

wants a chatty, soothing story-book can
not do better than invest in Tangles
and Tales.

&quot; Churchman.
&quot;As the scene of several is laid in

foreign parts, a reasonable variety is se

cured to the characters and their sur

roundings.&quot; London Review.
&quot; The writer posseses no slight powers

of observation,- and his descriptive pas
sages give to meTmmS something of the
same effect as the sight of a carefully-
drawn picture. We have derived great

pleasure from the perusal of Tangles
and Tales.

&quot; Public Opinion.

&quot; We have shown that Mr. Mogridge
knows how to tell a good story cleverly.&quot;

John Bull.

&quot;Written in a light and pleasant style.
Some of the tales have a romantic, others
somewhat of a tragic interest, and a fair

proportion of them have incidents of love
and mystery very gracefully interwoven
in the narrative.&quot; Observer.

Mr. Mogridge possesses all the talent

necessary to eliminate a plot, with not a
little aptness of description, no small

power of observation, and a real sense of

humour, as his volume sufficiently proves.&quot;

Literary Gazette.

&quot;It is highly to be praised for the

healthy tone it manifests.&quot; Bell s Mes
senger.

&quot;This pleasant volume of Tales is

by Mr. Mogridge, a son of Old Hum
phrey, whose useful and simple duode



POETRY.

In 1 vol. post 8vo., 10s. 6d. Third edition, revised.

The Greek Pastoral Poets.

Translated and Edited by Dr. M. J. CHAPMAN.

In 1 vol. post 8vo., 10s. 6d.

Hebrew Idylls and Dramas.

By Dr. M. J. CHAPMAN.
Originally published in Frazer s Magazine.&quot;

_

Our space has cnly allowed us to reader a great deal of pleasure from
point out its beauties in the most a connected perusal of the pieces.

&quot;

general way, but we can promise the Saturday Revieic.

In 1 vol. Foolscap 8vo., 3s. 6*d.

Jersey Legends ;

In VERSE.

By THOMAS WILLIAMS.

In 1 vol. post 8vo, bevelled edges, 6s.

Arno s Waters;
AND OTHER POEMS

By FRANCES JANE FORSAYTH.

In Foolscap Svo, 2s. 6d.

The Alchymist :

PARABLES IN RYHME.
By Capt. C. N. TUCKER, late Bengal Cavalry,

&quot; Much above the average of little books of this class, for itis free from gross
faults of any kind.&quot; Spectator.
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FICTION.

CHARLEY NUGENT;
Or, Passages in the Life of a Sub. 3 vols., post Svo, 31s. 6d.

CLINTON MAYNYARD.
A Tale of the World, the Flesh, and the Devil. 1 vol., post 8vo,
10s. 6d.

CONSTANCE MORDAUNT ;

Or, Life in the Western Archipelago. 2 vols., post Svo, 21s.

GERTRUDE MELTON;
Or, Nature s Nobleman. 1 vol., post Svo, 7s. 6d.

LEILA MARSTON.
A Tale. By SYDNEY ELLIS. 1 vol., post Svo, 10s. 6d

HAROLD OVERDON, ASHORE & AFLOAT.
By CHARTLEY CASTLE, Author of &quot;John Woodburn.&quot; 1 vol.,

post Svo, 10s 6d.

NORTHUMBRIAN ABBOTS.
A Tale of the Seventh Century. By R. B. WERBORTON. 1 vol.,

fcp. Svo, 5s.

OLD ROMAN WELL.
A Romance of Dark Streets and Green Lanes. 2 vols., post Svo, 21s.

RECOLLECTIONS of a COUNTRY CLERGY-
MAN. 1 vol., post Svo, 5s.

SKELETON IN THE CUPBOARD.
By LADY SCOTT. Cheap Edition. Post Svo, 5s.

VICAR OF LYSSEL.
A Clergyman s Diary of 172982. Small Svo, 4s. 6d.

WHY PAUL FERROLL KILLED HIS WIFE.
By the Author of &quot;Paul Ferroll.&quot; 4th Edition, 1 vol., post Svo, 5s.

WILLIE ATHERTON.
A Tale. By GEORGE HERBERT. 1 vol., post Svo, 10s. 6d.














